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Thorns and briers may pierce our feet, 
Though flowers our path are entwining^ 
But the longest night must have a dawn, 
The darkest cloud a silver lining. 
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PEEFACE. 



I can say but little in regard to this, my first step towards 
authorship. Whether it will be received kindly by a discern- 
ing public, time alone will telL It is not written purely from 
imagination, but from reality. Nearly every year, our sym- 
pathies are aroused in behalf of the sufferings of our unfor- 
tunate Southern friends, and from that dread guest, yellow 
fever. Here it is, that some of our scenes are presented in 
such a vivid manner, as to, perhaps, appear unreal and 
startling ; but they are not merely imaginings of the author's 
mind, but acts that have really been performed in that dread 
time of suffering and need. There it was, that human nature 
was revealed in its true form. More of a hero than many a 
soldier who falls upon the battlefield, are some of the noble 
men and women who have sacrificed their lives while perform- 
ing their arduous tasks ; who stood so bravely, facing death, 
and never faltered a moment, in their work of relieving others, 
until nature was exhausted, and they perished at their posts. 
They might have fled, and perhaps escaped the destroyer, not 
burdening themselves with the fate of others; but they scorned 
such a thought. It would have been met as an insult, if 
suggested. Again, there were others — strong men, who 
deserted helpless women and children, some of them bound by 
irrevocable ties, and left them to their hapless fates. Houses 
were entered, and valuables taken, even in that great panic ; 
and in one instance, a house was entered and valuable rings 
stripped from the hand of a young lady in the agonies of death* 

(7) 
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Even in the solemn presence of death, there were men who 
felt no pity, only their avaricious greed for plunder. 

My characters are all taken from people with whom I have 
come in contact — some of them near and dear friends, whose 
lives are examples of their noble, generous natures, and one 
whose acquaintance I had t^e pleasure of, only a short space of 
time, but whose loving, sympathetic nature and gentle ways 
doubly endeared her to all who knew her, and left a lasting 
impression upon those by whom she was surrounded. But as 
the fairest flowers droop first, by the chilling frost, so death 
claimed her in her youth and loveliness, and only the narrow 
mound, which holds in its embrace the form that once 
enshrined as a casket the pure soul, is left to tell of her, whose 
kind heart and willing hands helped to brighten many a weary 
pathway through life. Such natures and others, whose noble 
deeds would have been unknown, I have endeavored, for the 
first time, to place before a generous public. 

Many assert that our heroes and heroines have all passed 
away, and that we are all people of the period. Now, I believe 
there are as many noble men and women to-day, as there were 
hundreds of years ago, and that only a proper place and 
opportunity is needed, for them to reveal their nature. As 
such, has my first writing been placed before the world, and 
that it will meet with success, time alone will tell. 

A. S. J. 
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A Silver ray. 



CHAPTEE I. 



MOTHERLESS. 



"Alas I earth's ties are with her, like the wave 
That brightly clasps the shore. 
Then breaks and seeks its grave ! " — Upham. 

June, — ^beautiful leafy June — ^that month of 
all the year which poets love best. The sun is 
slowly sinking behind the tall mountains in the 
far west, casting deep, dark shadows over a little 
village, nestling close at their feet, as though 
seeking their protection. 

It is a scene worthy the brush of an artist 
that now meets the eye. The tall peaks, tower- 
ing so high above all else, are shrouded in a soft, 
blue mist that conceals the sharp crags and 
ravines, hiding the treacherous pitfalls the un- 
wary foot encounters, and showing only their 
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beauty. A shining river, winding in and out of 
the hills and valleys, then gently flowing through 
green fields, shaded by trees, some drooping out 
over the water, others that tower skyward, seem- 
ingly proud of their great strength and beauty. 

From the green fields come the distant sound 
of the voices of the laborers, chanting some 
merry song, happy that their day of toil is 
nearly done. The lowing of cattle, and the 
sound of their bells tinkling as the cowboy, 
whistling merrily, urges them unwillingly on, 
make the scene more effective stilL 

The school children, let free from their stud- 
ies, books and restraint, are laughing and run- 
ning in joyful glee. One, however, smaller than 
the rest, is left far behind, and after vainly try- 
ing to reach her companions, utterly discouraged, 
she sits down upon the grass and bursts into 
tears. Still sobbing bitterly, the little one does 
not Bee any one approaching, until a gentle hand 
raises the tear-stained little face, and a cheery 
voice says, "What is the matter, little one?" and 
a young girl, of perhaps fourteen, bends over the 
child and raises her from the ground. "Why 
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are you not with your companions ; they seem 
merry, and here I find you all alone, crying?" 

"Cause I couldn't keep up with them," the 
child tearfully answers. 

The young girl laughed lightly, and raising 
the child in her arms, said, "Never mind, I'll 
carry you until we reach them; so you will be 
there just as quick as they are, you see." 

As she walks with a firm, rapid step, let us 
observe her. She is not beautiful; she reminds 
one of a budding flower that has not yet arrived 
at perfection, but unconsciously one watches for 
the beauty which unfolds day by day. There is 
a promise of unusual beauty in her face, but she 
seems all unconscious of it as she walks swiftly 
along, talking merrily to the child. 

At last, having reached the children, she sat 
the once more happy little one upon the ground, 
and with a smile and a kiss hurried away. 

Walking rapidly she soon reached an iron 
gate, near the center of the village, and upon 
entering followed a path until she came to a 
large white house, standing at quite a distance 
from the highway. The house and all near wore 
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a strangely silent and deserted look The shut- 
ters were all closed and no one was in sight. 
Pausing a moment the girl softly entered. 
Going from the parlor to the dining-room she 
finds no one, and at last enters the kitchen, 
where she finds an old negro woman, busy about 
the room, who looks up and nods with a smile as 
the girl enters. Looking around she asks 
quickly, " How is mamma, Dinah ? " 

"She ain't any better, chile," was the reply, 
and the girPs dark eyes filled with tears at the 
old woman's words. 

"There, there, honey, doan you cry now, but 
come and eat your nice supper ole Dinah's been 
saving for you. Jest see, chile." 

" Oh, Dinah, she never will get well — ^she will 
die ! " cried the girl, bursting into tears. 

"De good Lord knows best, honey; he knows 
a heap better den you or I if your deah ma dies ; 
but ole Dinah won't neber lebe her baby. Ton 
jest come and eat your supper, deary, and den 
you can go and see your ma." 

The girl obeyed, and seating herself at a 
small table Dinah arranged in a tempting man^ 
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ner, tried to eat, but the food seemed to choke 
her, and after trying in vain to swallow some tea 
she arose and left the room. 

Going through a long hall, she softly tapped 
at a door leading into a large, airy chamber. It 
was carefully opened, and a voice asked, " Who 
is it?" 

" It is I, Aline," she answered; " I want to see 
mamma." 

" Not now, dear," the low voice replied; "she 
is asleep now." 

She turned slowly away, and after wandering 
from room to room went out upon the porch, 
where she sank wearily into a chair. Leaning 
her head against a pillar, she sat watching the 
twinkling stars come out, one by one, the lonely 
cry of a whip-poor-will in a distant swamp break- 
ing the stillness of the summer night The 
lonely cry of the bird seemed to find echo in the 
girl's heart, and burying her face in her hands 
she burst into tears. By and by she grew calmer 
and sat perfectly motionless, and soon sank into 
a profound sleep. The moon arose, flooding hill 
and vale with a soft, mellow light, shining' down 



18 A SILVER RAY. 

upon the happy and the unhappy, and still she 
slept on, though a tremor would convulse her 
form, even in sleep. Poor child, she thought her 
trouble a great burden to bear, not dreaming of 
the sorrow the future held in store for her. Oh ! 
well for us all that the future is hidden from our 
sight, for could we look into its misty depths, and 
see the thorns which must pierce our feet as we 
traverse life's pathway, we would turn back, weary 
and faint, ere the journey was begun. 

Five years before the opening of our story. 
Colonel Rivers, a Southern gentleman of wealth 
and station, having lost his riches by an unlucky 
speculation, removed to the West to try and re- 
build his shattered fortunes, his family consisting 
of a frail, delicate wife, his daughters, Alice and 
Aline, and old Dinah, a faithful servant, who de- 
clared " she would neber lebe little missy Aline." 

The two sisters were as different in disposition 
as two persons could be. Alice, now twenty-one, 
was of a gentle, retiring nature, with a kind word 
for every one. She was honored and loved by 
every one in the village. She it was whose hands 
prepared comfortable garments for the needy. 
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and many a dainty found its way to some suflEer- 
er's bedside, who blessed her and looked upon 
her as little less than an angel. 
[_ ■ Aline, the younger, a girl of fourteen, was of 
a generous, noble heart, proud spirited and pas- 
sionate, yet loved all the more for her willful 
ways. Bather retiring with companions of her 
own age, she was always happy with children. 
But, different as the sisters were, they loved each 
other devotedly, and they were a contented and 
happy family in their new home, the wild, free 
life just suiting Aline. 

Everything Colonel Bivers had undertaken had 
been successful, aud he was thinking now he 
could return to his old home once more, when the 
wife and mother became prostrated by a severe 
illness. For a year she had been failing. All 
who looked upon the wan face felt that ere the 
locust trees, which she so loved, and whose per- 
fume filled the air, blossomed again she would be 
sleeping beneath their shade. To-day she was 
much worse; another hemorrhage had left her 
completely prostrated, and in the sick room two 
patient watchers sat, with pale faces and aching 
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hearts, looking for every fluttering breath that 
left the feeble lips. The curtains were drawn 
back to admit the soft evening air, and the wail- 
ing notes of a night-bird, made the inner silence 
more impressive. Suddenly the lips of tiie dying 
woman moved, and Alice bent over to catch the 
faint sound. "Aline, where is she?" she whis- 
pered. 

" She will come in a moment, mamma. I will 
call her," Alice answered. 

She went to the parlor, and not finding her 
there, caught a glimpse of her white dress through 
the open window. Coming softly up behind the 
tired sleeper, she gently touched her and spoke 
her name. AJine started up, and seeing her sis- 
ter's tear-stained eyes, said quickly: 

" What is it, Allie; is mother worse? " 
' " Yes," Alice replied; " and oh. Aline, how can 
I tell you." 

" I know," said Aline, her lips growing white; 
" she is dying." 

With clasped hands the sisters entered the 
mother's room. Aline catching a glimpse of her 
mother's deathly face, broke from Alice's grasp. 
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and sank on her knees beside the bed, sobbing, 
"Oh, mamma! mamma!" 

A faint smile brightened the pale face, as she 
put her hand feebly on the girl's bowed head. 

"Do not weep, my darling, God knows best. 
Come nearer, dear ones, my sight is growing dim. 
Frederic," to Colonel Rivers, who stood near the 
bedside with bowed head, " be kind to my mother- 
less girls. And you Alice, be a mother to my 
little Aline. She needs a mother's guiding care. 
. AUne, try and grow up a good woman for my 
sake. And now, dear ones, farewell for a little 
while. Trust in God, he will take care of you." 

Her eyes closed, and she lay motionless. 
For a time they thought all was over. Once 
again the eyes that were growing dim with the 
film of death, were raised to the familiar faces 
around her, and she murmured faintly: 

" I trust, — ^I trust Jesus. My blessing — His 
blessing — ever— rest on — ^you all." 

The fluttering breath grew shorter, then 
ceased. A calm peaceful look overspread the 
pale face, and the silver moon, peeping in at the 
window, seemed to know that a soul had taken its 
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flight into the great unknown. The sisters look- 
ing upon the quiet face, realized they were 
motherless. 

All the while that white draped form lay in 
the darkened parlor Aline never left the room, 
and when the last clod had fallen on the coffin 
lid, and the last sad rites had been performed, 
she awoke, as from a dream, to the sense of her 
great loss. 

Returning to the lonely house after the fun- 
eral, she wandered from room to room, and at 
last, unable to bear the solitude any longer, 
sought her favorite resort under the locust trees, 
where she threw herself on the green grass, sob- 
bing, " Oh mamma, how can I live without you? 
I am so lonely to night; can you, so safe in Hea- 
ven, look down on your poor Aline, and pity her ? " 

Growing calmer, she arose and pushed her 
disordered hair from her tear-stained face. En- 
tering the house, she found her father and Alice 
awaiting tea for her. Seating themselves at the 
table, they all tried to do justice to the meal 
which Dinah had arranged so carefully; but the 
thought of a loved form that would never again 
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mingle with them in their happy moments filled 
their hearts, and the supper was pushed away al- 
most untasted. 

Returning to the parlor Colonel Rivers now 
broached the subject of returning to their South- 
em home. Having more than regained his 
shattered fortune, he once more longed for the 
sight of a famiUar face; and then, there were the 
advantages to be gained for his daughters which 
could not be had where they were. 

In somewhat less than a fortnight everything 
was arranged, and they were to go in the morn- 
ing; so to-night, for the last time. Aline saw the 
sun sink away in a fading glory behind the 
mountains she had grown to so love. 

Early the next morning, while the stars were 
yet twinkling in the firmament, they were astir, 
and the stage waa waiting which was to convey 
them to the station, when Aline was discovered to 
be missing. Alice, quickly divining where she 
was, quietly went across the meadows to a little 
green knoll, where a t^eeping willow drooped 
softly over a new made grave. Aline was there, 
as she well knew, and kneeling down the two 
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sisters mingled their tears over the mother's 
grave. 

•Feeling comforted, they arose and, casting one 
long, lingering look upon the narrow mound, 
they turned away and left the dead to that long, 
last sleep which heals all heartaches and ends all 
sorrows; which rests so many weary feet, 
and stills so many throbbing hearts ; but, alas, 
which robs so many homes of their light and 
joy. Ah, that so small a spot of earth should 
hold all that made life dear. Oh, beautiful world, 
so full of joy and happiness and yet so full of 
sorrow and woe. Birds sing, flowers bloom, but 
to die, suns rise and set, and still the years roll 
on, bringing with them both sorrow and joy. 
And yet we can look up with resigned feeling, 
and say, " God knows best. He doeth all things 
well." 
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CHAPTEE 11. 

A HOME OF AFFLUENCE. 
"Where the southern breezes gently whisper." — F,E,0, 

A break of a year lies between the present 
chapter and the events chronicled in our last. 
The home of Colonel Rivers is situated about three 
miles from Florence, on the banks of the Tennes- 
see Biver, and it is there we take up the thread 
of our story. 

The house stands upon an elevated site, com- 
manding a fine view of the river. A wide, green 
lawn, dotted with clumps of shrubbery here and 
there, a fountain playing musically in the midst, 
first meets the eye. A graveled drive, carefully 
kept, winds up to where the white pillars tower up, 
stately and gleaming, amid the luxurious foliage 
of venerable trees which have withstood the 
storms of years. At the rear of the building a 
green slope sweeps down to the water's edge, 
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• 

where a little boat-house stands, containing skiffs 
• and boats to be used at pleasure. Upon the east 
is a garden and a row of greenhouses. From 
the west the plantation stretches away, almost as 
far as the eye can see, beginning with green 
meadows and fields of waving grain, terminating 
in a beautiful grove. It is evidently a home of 
taste and refinement, where time and a well-filled 
purse have made it perfect Such is the home of 
our heroine. 

Some changes have taken place in a year. 
AHce, who was engaged to be married at the time 
of her mother's death to Henry Ray, a worthy 
young doctor, is now married and living in Flor- 
ence. To Aline the house seems lonely since her 
sister's marriage, and she spends most of her 
time rowing on the river, or riding about the 
plantation on her pony. 

A year has changed her. The beauty, of 
which so much promise was given, is rapidly 
developing. Less passionate and more womanly, 
she has still the same impulsive, generous heart. 
The idol of her father, and worshipped by all the 
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servants, woe nnto any one who dare say aught 
against *' Miss Aline." 

Betuming from a ride one bright summer 
morning, she runs, flushed and breathless, into the 
sunny breakfast room, where her father sat await- 
ing the late breakfast, a slender, graceful form, in 
a dark blue habit, her head crowned by a jaunty 
hat witii a long waving plume. Throwing her 
gloves and hat carelessly into a chair, she ex- 
claims: 

'^ Oh, papa, I have had such a grand ride. 
Here, you in the house, while I am enjoying this 
beautiful morning. Why, I would not be as 
indolent as you are for anything." 

After a few lively sallies she hastened to her 
room, and presently returned, in the freshest of 
morning costumes. Seating herself opposite her 
father she rang for the breakfast; talking and 
jesting all the while, she seemed the very picture 
of youth and happiness. 

Colonel Eivers looked up at her, as though 
awakened from a dream, and then suddenly re- 
marked: 

" Aline, my dear, how old are you? " 
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" Fifteen my last birthday, papa." 

" Fifteen," he muses dreamily; " why, you are 
almost a woman, and it seems but yesterday I 
saw you in your mother's arms." 

" Poor mamma," said Aline sadly, a tear dim- 
ming her eye. "Yes, papa, almost a woman; yet 
I feel like a little girl every time 1 go out in the 
sunshine and among the flowers." 

" But don't you think it most time to begin 
thinking of finishing your education ? " 

" My education, papa," echoed Aline, looking 
at him in astonishment; ''why, I have education, 
haven't I?" 

Colonel Eivers laughed, then said : " Why, 
Aline, you surely wish to finish your education, 
don't you? I do not wish you to grow up an 
ignorant, helpless woman, and I think about two 
years at some good Northern school will complete 
your education, for you are well advanced for one 
of your years." 

Aline remained silent a moment, then said: 

"I suppose you know best; but, papa, I don't 
want to leave you." 

"Nonsense, child; the two years will pass 
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quickly, and you can please me no better than by 
returning to me a cultivated young lady, and one 
of whom I shall be proud; so, dear, get as many 
dresses and furbelows as you wish, and be ready 
to start in a few days," and bending down he 
imprinted a kiss upon the girl's forehead, and 
left for a stroll around his extensive grounds. 

Aline remained silent a moment, then arose 
and went to the large window overlooking the 
garden. 

"I suppose papa knows best; but how can I 
bear to stay away from him and this dear home 
for two years?" she murmured; "how can any 
one leave their home for years, even for the 
beauties of other lands? But I will study hard, 
and when I return I will never leave him again." 

She did not think of the changes that two 
years might bring forth— little dreaming that 
the home which was so dear to her now would 
never again be the same. 

The days flew by, and at last came the day for 
Aline to leave home. Everything was in readi- 
ness, the last good-byes were said, and she was 
rapidly being drawn to the station by her favorite 
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bays, with Dinah's parting injunction, " not to 
forget them cruUs and the jar of marmalade in 
her biggest trunk," ringing in her ears. 

The house seemed lonely enough without the 
merry girl, the servants all saying, "that the 
house seemed like a jail without Miss Aline, and 
it would be a happy day when her sweet face was 
once more there." 

Dinah, shaking her head, " was sure they would 
starve the poor lamb in that thar school" 




A SUBFBISK 31 



CHAPTEE in. 

A SUBFBISE. 

"Lift, oh lift, thou lowering sky, 
And thou canst thy blue regain.' 

Aline's two years at school passed quickly, 
and at seventeen, she was all her father conld 
desire. A favorite with all the teachers, and be- 
loved by all her companions, it was with regret 
and tears she parted from them. 

Seated in the cars, her lap filled with roses, 
a gift from her " dearest friend," she was rapidly 
being carried to her Southern home once more. 
Leaning her head on her hand, her thoughts 
went back to the time when she left that home, 
and which had seemed so long to her. Thinking 
of her father's surprise at finding her so much 
more womanly and accomplished, a smile parted 
her lips, and she murmured: "Dear papa, how 
pleased he will be, and oh, how happy I shall be 
to get hoAe once more." 
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Mile after mile was passed, and the long, 
weary journey was nearly ended. As they 
neared Florence, Aline could hardly control her 
impatience, so eager was she to catch a glimpse 
of the familiar faces. As the train rolled into 
the station, she saw the well-known face of Joe, 
the coachman, but her father was not there. A 
pang of disappointment went to her heart, and 
not heeding Joe's gracious bow and words of 
welcome to his beloved young mistress, she said 
quickly, as she entered the carriage: 

" Why is papa not here to meet me, Joe ? " 

Joe, with another low bow and a broad smile, 
replied: 

'^ De Cunnel am engaged. Miss Aline, and he 
tole me to hurry back, as he had a s'prise in 
store for you." 

Aline said no more, but sank back in the 
carriage. A great weight seemed to have fallen 
on her heart. The landscape did not look as 
beautiful to her as an hour ago, and the sun 
seemed to have lost some of its splendor. The 
ride from the station to her home was a silent 
one, — so different from what she had anticipated. 
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As the carriage drove up the winding drive to 
the stately veranda, her father came out to meet 
her, while two female forms followed close be- 
hind him. Taking her hand, he led her up the 
steps to where they stood, and as she looked at 
him in astonishment, said: 

'* Aline, my dear, allow me to present to you 
your mother and sister, whom I hope you will 
love very much." 

Then looking at the girPs pale face, he added 
kindly: 

"I see you are surprised; but we concluded 
not to tell you, as all girls have such a horror of 
step-mothers; but," laughingly, "I do not think 
Harriet will eat you, so do not look so scared." 

The woman he had introduced as his wife now 
glided to Aline's side with a noiseless step, say- 
ing, in a smooth voice: 

*' Welcome home, my dear; I hope you are not 
much fatigued by your journey, but I will show 
you to your room, so you can rest before dinner. 
We dine at six." 

With this she led the way up stairs to $, large 
room opposite Aline's old rpom. 
3 
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'^ But this is not my room,'' said Aline, stop- 
ping at the door. '^ I always had that,'' inclining 
her head to the one opposite. 

• 

''Ella preferred that," said her step-mother 
with the same smile, ''and your father thought 
you would just as soon have this." 

Aline said no more, but entered the room, and 
her step-mother turned and went away. As both 
she and her daughter are to play rather promi- 
nent parts in this story, let us describe them. 
The mother was a woman of perhaps forty-five, 
of a large and commanding form. Dark brown 
hair, slightly sprinkled with gray, a large mouth, 
crowded with very white teeth, a nose of a decid- 
ed roman cast, sallow complexion and a perpetual 
smile. But her eyes were her peculiar feature. 
A person looking at them would call them grey, 
but a close observer would notice they wore a 

greenish tinge. A student at Academy, 

where she had been a teacher, used to say " when 
Miss B. was angry, her eyes looked exactly like a 
cat" 

By nature, scheming and unprincipled, though 
seeking to cover it by a smooth voice and an 
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agreeable manner, a person meeting her for the 
first time would call her a pleasant and entertain- 
ing woman, but one in daily contact with her, 
could not fail to see her in her true lighi Ella, 
the daughter, was a second edition of her mother, 
and they both hated Aline for her beauty and her 
noble generous nature, which was as much above 
theirs, as the stars are above misty repose in a 
low, dark, swamp. 

Harriet Bute was a teacher in Academy, 

where Judge Gaylord, a man of high standing 
and considerable wealth, had found and married 
her. A year later he died, leaving her a wealthy 
widow. Two years after, she married Andrew 
Clayton, who had no particular calling, except, , as 
he took pains to inform his friends, " he was a 
pillar in the church," who soon made away with 
her money, leaving her to support herself again, 
and him into tlio bargain. So she was obliged 
to resume her former occupation of teaching. 
Thus the time dragged on, until five years before 
he had suddenly died, leaving her with Ella and 
Charlie, a little boy of six, to struggle for 

Her father, an old man of eighty, now in his 



36 A SILVER RAY. 

second childhood, made his home with her, though 
one would never know he was in the house, for he 
was not allowed to come to the table, and seldom 
left his room. 

She had fascinated Colonel Eivers, and after 
a short acquaintance he had married her. To be 
mistress of a house like his was her greatest aim; 
and now that she had succeeded, she was poison- 
ing his mind against his children, and preparing 
to sow the seeds of discord in the once happy 
home. 

Colonel Eivers loved his children, but he was 
easily influenced, and blinded by his wife's smooth, 
insinuating way, their smallest fault grew into a 
glaring offence, and especially Aline, who read 
her step-mother's nature at a glance. Alice never 
came home now. Living near her father, they 
were as far separated as though hundreds of 
miles rolled between them. The happy family 
circle of a few years ago was broken up; the 
father, happy in anew love, and the mother sleep- 
ing in her far away western grave, all unconscious 
of it. Ah, how it would have pained her gentle 
heart, if she only knew. 
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Aline entered her room, locking the door care- 
fully after her. A bright, red flush stained her 
cheek, and her eyes glistened with an angry 
light. Her lips curled as she soliloquized, mock- 
ingly: 

" So this is the welcome I receive. I am 
coolly told I am to give up my room, and put 
aside for another. I see that woman is going to 
make trouble; and she dislikes me already. Oh, 
how can papa be so blind as to not read her nature 
aright." 

Bowing her head on the broad window sill, she 
burst into tears. • Her head ached, and she felt 
so lonely and heartsick that crying seemed a 
relief. She still sat there, heedless of the passing 
time, until the chime of a clock warned her, if she 
would be in time for dinner, she must dress. 

Arising, she bathed her face in cold water, 
brushed out her heavy hair, and donned a thin, 
white dress, fastening a cluster of pink rosebuds 
in the lace at her throat. She had hardly finished 
when dinner was announced, and she hastily went 
down to the dining-room. 

The other members of the family were await- 
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ing her, and as she entered her father looked up 
and remarked: 

*' You are late, my dear; I think yon ought to 
have been taught punctuality, as well as music 
and German at school. In my day that was con- 
sidered one of the leading virtues." 

Aline said nothing, but took her seat at the 
table. The meal progressed pleasantly, and when 
they arose to return to the parloi', pleading a 
headache, she retired to her room. Throwing 
herself on the bed she buried her aching head in 
the pillows and tried to sleep. The sound of the 
piano came floating up to her, and she could hear 
the merry laughter below. 

" They are happy without me," she murmured, 
bitterly. "Why should I mingle with them?" 

With these thoughts in her heart she fell 
asleep, still dressed, the tears yet on her cheeks. 

Later in the evening, there came a gentle tap 
at the door, and receiving no answer the door was 
softly opened, and her step-mother entered. Per- 
ceiving the white-clad form on the bed, she smiled 
to herself, and went out as noiselessly as she 
entered. 
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The lights were all out, and the household 
slept as calm and peaceful as though there was 
no trouble in the world. But, ah, what a dark 
cloud was gathering over the fair, sunny home. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 



NEW TRIALS. 



" When will the unwelcome weary days be done? 
Time loiters ever when we'd have him fly." — Anon. 

Aline awoke the next morning, stiffened and 
cramped from sleeping in her clothes all night 
She hastily dressed and descended to the break- 
fast-room, where the other members of the family 
soon joined her. 

Her step-mother entered, dressed in a cool, 
white wrapper, all smiles and gracious words. 
After greeting them all, she turned to Aline, say- 
ing: 

" Did you rest well last night? I knocked at 
your door before I retired, but received no an- 
swer, so concluded you asleep." 

" Very well, thank you," Aline replied, looking 
her full in the face. She dropped her eyes 



beneath the girl's searching look, and busied 
herself in attending to the Colonel's wants. 

The meal passed quietly, with very little con- 
versation. At the conclusion. Colonel Eivers 
arose, and, turning to his wife, remarked: 

"Will you want the carriage this morning, 
Harriet? If you do I will order it before I go 
to my office." 

"I have some shopping to do," she replied, 
'^ and Ella and I have some calls to make; so you 
may order it, if you please." • 

Turning to Aline he said: 

" I suppose you will not care to go out to-day. 
Aline? You had better rest, for you look tired. 
We must try and get your roses back. I fear 
you have studied too hard." 

" No, papa ; I do not care to go out, unless I 
ride over and see Alice," Aline replied. 

Colonel Eivers' face hardened at the sound of 
Alice's name, and he said, gravely: 

" Your sister has been very ungrateful to me. 
After all my kindness, and the expense she has 
been, she only turns and tries to make all the 
trouble she can. And I do not wish you to have 
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any intercourse with her whatever. She is a 
strange, unnatural daughter, and I do not wish 
her name mentioned again. I think you nnder- 
stand me now," and turning he left the room. 

Aline arose and without a word went to her 
room, where she paced to and fro, saying, in a 
low, strained voice: 

" I can not live like this. Kept from my only 
sister; put aside in every way for that woman, I 
shall do something dreadful. Oh, how I hate 
her ! I will see Alice in spite of them all." 

Hearing the sound of wheels on the drive, she 
raised the curtain, and looked out the window. 
Her step-mother and Ella were just driving away. 
Leaving the window. Aline began hastily dress- 
ing in her riding habit. Drawing on her gloves, 
she went down stairs and out upon the veranda, 
where she saw old Simon, the gardener. 

"Simon," she said quickly, "I want you to 
saddle me a swift horse, and right oJBf." 

" But, Miss Aline, dere ain't no hoss you can 
ride," he replied. 

" Bring out what you have, and I will try and 
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see if I can find one to ride," said Aline, getting 
impatient 

" Are you going to do as I bid you? If not, 
I will call Joe," she said quietly. 

Simon started oflF, chuckling to himself, " She 
is a keen one, is Miss Aline. The Lord knows 
she needs to be, for that woman is a devil if ever 
there was one. Everything goes wrong since 
she came into the house. It makes me shudder 
when she looks at me with them eyes of her's. 
Always poking around with that long nose of 
her's, when you don't expect her. I wish she 
was out of the house." 

Saddling a horse, he led it up to the door, 
where Aline was waiting. Placing her foot in 
the stirrup, she sprang into the saddle and rode 
away. The horse was a young, restive animal, 
but Aline was a superb horsewoman, and he real- 
ized he was in the hands of a master. 

The fresh morning air, and the spirited gait 
of her horse, sent the blood coursing warmly 
through her veins. She enjoyed the ride, and the 
beautiful landscape. The three miles were soon 
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ended, and turning a bend in the road, she saw her 
sister's home. The tears welled up into her eyes, 
and she murmured softly: 

" Dear Alice, how I long to see her." 
Urging her horse into a gallop, she soon 
reached the pretty cottage. Leaving her horse 
in the charge of a little, red-headed boy, chewing 
gum, she entered the house, and went softly to 
the parlor door. Turning the knob, she entered. 
Alice stood by the window, a little older and 
more care-worn than when Aline last saw her. 
Hearing the door open she turned, and stood face 
to face with Aline, whom she had not seen for 
two years. 

Starting back in surprise, she exclaimed: 
"Aline, my dear little sister!" and the next 
moment they were clasped in each other's arms. 

Heedless of the passing time, they sat talking 
of the once happy family circle, now broken, un- 
til the falling shadows told Aline she had been 
gone longer then she thought. 

Alice, starting up said, as she glanced around 
the little parlor, fast growing dark in the twi- 
light. 
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" Oh Aline, I dare not have you stay longer. 
My poor little sister, your future seems dark 
enough with that woman. How can papa be so 
blind as not to see what her motives are. It was 
a dark day when she came into our home ; but all 
we can do is to have patience, and trust in God." 

After a few more words, Aline mounted her 
horse, and rode slowly homeward. She felt 
better for seeing Alice, though a rebellious feeling 
came into her heart, as she thought of her step- 
mother. She set her teeth firmly, and said to 
herself: 

" I see that it is going to be a strife between 
my step-mother and myself. But I am deter- 
mined they shall not keep me from Alice. Papa 
is against me ; but, as Alice says, I will trust God, 
and perhaps time will unravel all." 

When she reached home she went to her room 
and carefully dressed for dinner. Going down to 
the parlor, a few moments before the bell rung, 
she found her father, who was standing before a 
fire, which had been kindled, for the evening was 
chilly and damp. He looked up as ^he entered, 
and asked; 
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" Where have you been, Aline? " 

Looking him coolly in the face, she answered 
quietly: 

" I have been to see Alice, papa." 

A frown gathered on his face, and he said, 
sternly: 

"And did I not forbid you going to see her, 
and having any communication with her ? " 

"I believe you did, papa," she replied, calmly; 
"but I do not choose to keep away from my only 
sister, and if you do not give your consent I must 
go without it, that is all." 

When she had ilnished she turned as if to 
leave the room, but her father interrupted her. 

"You will please remain, and hear what I 
have to say. Once again, I forbid you seeing 
your sister. You have openly deJGled me to-day, 
but hereafter I intend that you shall obey me. 
You understand what my wishes are, and I think 
we need not discuss the subject any farther." 

Aline made no reply, and her father picked up 
a book and commenced to read. This was but 
the beginning. It was the same, day after day. 
Kept in the background, and openly treated with 
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contempt by her step-mother, when her father 
was away, when he was present she was all 
smiles and amiability, and was looked upon as a 
much abused step-mother, by all. 

To Aline it seemed as though the long, weary 
days would never end, and the cloud, which was 
but a speck at first, grew larger and darker as the 
time slowly dragged on. 
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CHAPTEE V. 



LEAVING HOME. 



** Low breathing winds that sob and pass us by, 
Until the air is burdened with your cry, 
I wonder which is saddest, you or I? " — C.D.B, 

The long summer passed slowly, and it was 
now October. Aline had made but one attempt 
to see Alice since her return home. She was 
watched apd guarded too closely to find any way 
to meet her, but she found a way to hear from 
r her. One day, while returning from the river, 
having occasion to go into the boat-house, 
she was surprised to find a queer little specimen 
of humanity huddled up in the door. It lifted 
its head as she approached, and she saw it was a 
girl of perhaps twelve or thirteen. Questioning 
her, Aline found she had run away from the 
poor-house, and she declared she "never would 
go back again; she would jump intp the river 
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first" She was an elfish looking child, small 
for her age, but shrewd and cunning. Aline's 
heart was stirred with pity for the poor little 
waif, and she took her home with her. She was 
put in the kitchen to run errands and help Dinah. 
From that day forward she was Aline's most 
devoted slave, and she would get on her knees 
and kiss the very ground beneath the feet of her 
"dear mistress." It was through her Aline 
found means of sending messages to Alice. 

It was a bright moonlight night, and Aline, 
sitting at her window, heard a slight noise, as 
though something light was thrown against the 
blind. Eising, she softly opened the window and 
looked out. A small, dark form, crouching be- 
neath the window, stirred, and a low voice said, 
eagerly: 

" Miss Aline, here is a note from Miss Alice 
for you. I will throw it up to you. I have tied 
a stone to it so you can catch it." 

"Make haste, child," Aline whispered, "or 
you will be discovered," and, leaning out over the 
window-sill, she dextrously caught the note as it 
was thrown up. 
4 
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Olosing the window, she turned up the light, 
and unfolded the note, which was as follows: 

Dbab Aunb:— I will be at the grove to morrow night, 
shortly after dark, for I must see you before you go away. 
Do not fail to come. Aucb. 

A short time before, Aline had received a let- 
ter from an aunt in New York, inviting her to 
spend the winter with her. She had decided to 
go, and her only trouble was to see Alice before 
she went. 

Carefully burning the note after reading it, 
she impatiently waited until the welcome dark- 
ness fell, the next night It was a dark, cloudy 
evening, the October wind sobbing sadly, the 
moon hidden under a cloud. She fancied her 
step-mother suspected her, for she had curiously 
watched her all day, and Aline knew she would 
prevent her if she could; but she was determined 

« 

to see Alice to-night, for she was going away in 

the morning. 

As she was hurrying past the boat-house, a 

faint sound came to her ears. Pausing, she lis- 
tened a moment, and it was repeated. It sound- 
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ed like a sob, and as she came up to the door a 
faint voice called: 

**' Miss Aline, dear Miss Aline, stop a momenf 

"Why Mattie, how came you here, child?" 
Aline said, in surprise. 

" Oh, Miss Aline, they found out all about the 
note, and your coming to meet Miss Alice, and 
when I started to warn you she caught me and 
shut me up in the old dry house. I have been 
there ever since last night, and oh, how fright- 
ened I was. I managed to crawl out a little 
while ago, and I ran here just as fast as I could, 
to tell you. I am so hungry and tired. Tou are 
going away in the morning, and I will have to go 
to the poor-house again. Oh, Miss Aline, I wish 
I was dead ! " 

The poor child began crying bitterly, and 
Aline kneeling down took the rough little hand 
in her own, saying, gently: 

" Poor little Mattie, I wish I could take you 
with me. But, child, you must not make that 
wish again. God can hear you, and it is very 
wicked. Try and be patient, and some day when 
I see you again, you will be so much improved, I 
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shall not know yon. Come to my room to-mor- 
row, before I go, and I will give you a little 
bible, and you can learn all about God, and how 
much He loves you, and how He died to save all 
on earth. I must go now, and you had better 
return home as soon as you can ; Dinah will give 
you some supper. Be a good girl, and every one 
will love you." 

Rising, she left the boat-house, and was walk- 
ing swiftly along, when a form confronted her, 
and her father's voice said, sternly: 

"May I ask why you are out this time at 
night, and what called you here ? " 

Aline was startled at first, but recovering her 
cqmposure, answered, boldly: 

"I am here to meet Alice, since you would 
not let me see her at her home. And, papa, I 
will not be kept from seeing my only sister by 
you or any one else. Oh, how can you be so 
cruel and unkind! " 

" If you have finished, we will return home," 
he said, coldly; " and I have one word to say to 
you; unless you promise truthfully not to see 
your sister again, or have any communication 
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with her, the same roof can not shelter us both. 
I am willing to trust you again, but in the fu- 
ture, I want obedience from you. It is a choice 
between her and I. Choose now, once and for 
all.'\ 

" Do you think I am heartless enough to for- 
sake my only sister ? " cried Aline, passionately; 
" no, a hundred times, no ! I will leave your 
roof to-morrow, and I will never enter again, until 
you request me. My life has been made miser- 
able since you brought that woman home as your 
wife. But some day you will be sorry for this, 
papa, when your regret is without avail 1 " 

"Very well," said Colonel Eivers, quietly; 
"you have chosen. I only hope you will not re- 
gret it. And now, as it is rather late, I think we 
will return home." 

He politely offered Aline his arm, which she 
accepted, for she knew any attempt to see Alice 
would be useless, and they walked home in 
silence. Gaining her room, she locked herself in, 
and tiegan her task of packing her trunks. That 
finished she went to the window, and pressing 
her hot forehead against the cold pane, stared 
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vacantly out into the gloomy night The 
thought of how she was leaving her home, and 
her father's anger, came over her, and she said, 
sadly: 

" I am sorry to leave home in this way; but I 
can not submit to papa's wishes. How different 
this is from the home I dreamed of while at 
school. I used to have such bright dreams of 
life, and what I would be to papa, when I was at 
home again. But I have done nothing that he 
should be angry about, and I will try and be 
patient, putting my trust in one, who is wiser 
than we all," and with this thought, she sought 
her couch and fell asleep, little thinking that her 
next rest beneath that roof would be under far 
different circumstances. 
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OHAPTEE VL 

lONE. 

" Can*8t thou no kindly ray impart, 
Thou strangely beauteous one ? 
Fairer than fairest work of art, 
Yet cold as sculptured stone ? " 

In a large stately mansion, in New York, in a 
brilliantly lighted room, sat a sweet-faced woman 
of perhaps fifty. She was plainly attired in a 
heavy black silk, a bit of rare old lace resting on 
the dark hair, slightly tinged with gray. Ever 
and anon she arose, and walked impatiently about 
the room, as though awaiting the arrival of some 
one. 

This was Mrs. Howard, Aline's aunt, and she 
was awaiting Aline's appearance, and that of her 
husband, who had gone to the depot to meet her. 

Suddenly the sound of carriage wheels was 
heard, and in a moment the hall door opened. 
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and Mr. Howard entered with Aline on his arm. 
Advancing to the center of the room, he said: 

" Aline, my dear, this is your aunt Mary, and 
I hope you will be good friends." 

Aline gazed a moment upon the kindly face of 
her aunt, then exclaimed, impulsively: 

" Dear aunt Mary, I know I shall love you 
dearly." 

Putting her arm caressingly around the girl, 
Mrs. Howard replied: 

• " I am not afraid but that we shall be friends, 
dear. My Lena would have been your age if she 
had lived," and tears iGllled her eyes as she spoke 
of the only daughter who had slept in Greenwood 
cemetery so many years. 

At that moment a door opened, and a tall, 
slender for;m, clad in deep mourning entered. 
Advancing towards Aline, she said, in a low voice: 

" I presume this is my cousin Aline, of whom 
I have heard so much. I already feel acquaint- 
ed with you from aunt Mary's description. " ' 

Aline, looking up, saw a small, pale face, 
framed in masses of dark hair, large, dark eyes, 
with a dreamy, sad expression, and a small, deli- 
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cate month, with a weary droop. The whole face 
seemed to tell of some sorrow, which was slowly 
but surely wearing her life away. 

Aline's heart went out to her at once, and 
from that moment they were friends. Little did 
they think of the sorrow and suffering they would 
.encounter, as they stood in the luxurious parlor. 
Some strange tie seemed to draw them together 
and bind their hearts in friendship. 

" You must be weary with your long journey, 
Aline," said Mrs. Howard. " You will have time 
to rest some before dinner. We dine at six 
usually, but later to-night. lone will show you 
to your room now." 

Aline followed her cousin up the softly 
carpeted stairs, and entered a large chamber, 
with bath-room and dressing-room attached. 
Everything was perfect, and furnished in Aline's 
favorite colors, blue and gold. 

" How perfect everything is," exclaimed 
Aline. " I think almost any one could be per- 
fectly happy in this home." 

lone smiled, and turning away, said, gently: 
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" I hope you will be happy here, and now I 
will leave you, so you can rest before dinner." 

Left to herself, Aline sank into one of the 
softly cushioned chairs, and gazed dreamily into 
the fire, which was throwing flickering shadows 
over all the furniture. Bousing herself, she 
hastily dressed and descended to the parlor.. 
Long years after. Aline thought of that evening, 
the first in New York. She was a fine musician, 
and passionately fond of playing. There was a 
fine piano in the room, which was seldom used 
Seating herself at the instrument, she struck a 
few chords, then dashed off into a brilliant waltz; 
then, at her uncle's request, sang an old ballad, 
a favorite of his. As she finished she met lone's 
eyes, with such a sad, questioning look in them, 
that her heart ached for her. Checking the 
words that arose to her lips, she turned the con- 
versation upon some interesting topic, and thus 
the evening passed pleasantly. 

When the good nights had been said she went 
lightly to her room, and turning down the gas, 
knelt by the window and gazed into the street 
A low, plaintive strain of music, came to her ear, 
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which seemed to come from below. Looking 
down, she saw a small form beneath her window, 
with a violin nearly as large as himself. Draw- 
mg oat her purse, she dropped a piece of money 
into the eager little hand, outstretched to receive 
it. 

As she closed the window and turned away^ 
there came a low tap at the door, and opening it, 
she was surprised to see lone standing there, her 
dark hair streaming over her shoulders, a bright, 
red flush on her usually pale face. Entering, 
she began, in a low, eager voice: 

"I suppose you will be surprised to have a 
visit from me at this time of night, but there 
seemed to be something about you I could trust, 
and I could not rest until I had seen you," and 
seating herself on a low stool at Aline's side, she 
began: 

" Tou are from the South, and I think that is 
what drew me to you at first. Oh, how I long 
for my own sunny, Southern home. Aunt Mary 
is as gentle and loving as my own mother could 
be, and I try to be happy; but this cold climate 
is killing me. I was born in Florida, and lived 
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there until my eighteenth birthday. Until then I 
was a happy, free girl, but I met at last one who 
changed the whole current of my life. Oh, you 
do not know what it is to love, do you? I can 
see by your face that you do not. I met one 
whom, at first sight, I loved. Perhaps some day 
you will know what it is to tremble at the sound 
of one voice, to have your heart thrill at the 
touch of one hand, and so live on in a dream, and 
then suddenly have that dream shattered. May 
Heaven help you, if you love as I did," and bury- 
ing her face in her trembling hands, for a mo- 
ment, she remained silent. Raising her head 
again, she continued: "Well, after a short 
acquaintance, we were married, and for one short 
year I was as happy as it is possible for any one 
to be. Then, little by little, I began to see traits 
in my husband's character, which I had not 
dreamed of. You can imagine what I suffered. 
I had trusted and loved him so well, and in spite 
of all I love him still. So time passed slowly 
away,until, returning from a walk one day, I found 
a cold, cruel note telling me he had gone from 
me forever. I remembered no more, for long, 
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weary days, and when reason came back to me 
I lived only for my little boy. He stayed with 
me for one year, and when they laid him to rest 
in his baby loveliness, I buried my heart in that 
little grave. I came North, and supported my- 
self by doing fine sewing, and here dear, gener- 
ous aunt Mary brought me, and lavished upon 
me all the tender love of a mother. Oh, if I 
could only die. That is my prayer on retiring at 

m 

night, and my first thought in the morning is 
that every day brings me nearer the rest I so 
long for. My love has been the bane of my life, 
and I hope and pray that you may never sufPer 
as I have." 

When she finished, her voice choked, and she 
could only look at Aline with such a sad, weary 
expression that her own eyes filled with tears, 
and she said, gently: 

" Poor, lone, you have indeed suffered; but do 
not mourn so after him, for he is unworthy one 
thought from you." 

"Unworthy !" replied lone. "Oh, Aline, you 
did not know him," and putting her hand in her 
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bosom, she drew forth a locket and held it up be- 
fore Aline. She saw a face, proud and haughty 
in expression. It did not look like a bad face; 
but the overbearing spirit plainly showed in 
every clear cut feature. 

Aline, looking at lone, was startled at the 
change in her. The sad, dark eyes were playing 
with a strange, unnatural light, the pale face 
wore an expression such as she had never seen 
before. Reaching out her hand she gently 
touched the bowed head. lone looked quickly 
up and said, slowly: 

"You are surprised at me, are you not? 
Everyone thinks I am so cold, and reserved, but 
oh, they do not dream of the sorrow I have so 
carefully hidden from them all. I have opened 
my heart to you, and I hope you are not weary 
of me already; but now I will bid you good- 
night," and rising, she walked slowly from the 
room. 

Aline retired, thinking of her cousin's passion- 
ate words, and long after she seemed to hear 
them ringing in her ears. She could hardly be- 
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lieve that the cold, silent girl cotild be the same 
who had given vent to such a passionate burst of 
grief. At last she fell asleep, and did not awak- 
en, until the sun, peeping in at the window, 
warned her it was time to arise. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

A GLIMPSE OF NEW YORK. 

Quickly making her toilet, she went down to 
the parlor, where her aunt and uncle were assem- 
bled, lone was not there, and they both looked 
up in surprise, her uncle remarking: 

" Good morning, my dear; I did not expect to 
see you up so early. I thought most Southern 
girls were naturally indolent, and prefered a nap 
in the morning to breakfasting with old people." 

" You wrong the Southerners, uncle Hugh," 
Aline laughingly replied, " they are as brisk and 
energetic as any of your ambitious Northerners," 
and with bright laughter and talk, they went into 
the breakfast room. 

lone did not make her appearance until later, 
and not by one word or look did she make any 
reference to the previous night. She was her 
calm, cold self again, and Aline was more puzzled 
than ever. 
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The day was spent quietly, and at the close of 
the week Aline was to attend the first fashionable 
reception of the season, and so make her debut 
in society. A beautiful wardrobe had been pre- 
pared for her by her aunt, who had obtained her 
measure and had it all completed before she came 
to New York 

Her dress for the occasion was of richest 
satin, a pale pink in color, draped with costly 
point lace. Diamonds blazed on her neck and 
arms, and in her hair a flashing star caught the 
reflections of the light as she moved. Her selec- 
tion was made to please her aunt; but she did not 
feel like herself in such gorgeous robes. Had 
she followed her own taste, she would have worn 
one of her own simple, graceful dresses that be- 
came her so well. 

It was late when they reached the brilliantly 
lighted mansion, from whence soft strains of 
music floated, and her hand trembled slightly as 
she entered the large ball-room. Instantly a 
dozen pairs of eyes were turned upon her, and 
more than one society belle's heart throbbed with 
envy as they saw the admiring eyes cast upon her 
s 
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fresh, young beauty, so different from their own 
faded charms, which late hours and fashionable 
dissipation had made sad havoc with, and kindly 
art had now to be called upon to remedy the 
defects. 

It was not long before she was surrounded by 
a circle, all eager to claim the first waltz. Her 
tablets were soon filled, and after the last was 
finished, she found herself alone for a moment, 
and with a sigh of relief slipped from the warm 
room into the cool conservatory, where she could 
observe and not be observed. 

Her quick eye and keen insight into human 
nature enabled her to see the ridiculous side of 
' everything, and she smiled as she looked upon 
the different faces there that night. 

There was the stately wife of the millionaire, 
— ^her every look and gesture seeming to say, 
"We are rich." The fashionable belle, with a 
slightly tired look upon her face, as though balls 
were old affairs to her. Among them was one, 
who had been presented to her in the earlier part 
of the evening. A rising young author, whose 
brilliant conversation had charmed her, and 



A GLIMPSE OF NEW YORK. 67 

whose pale, interesting face, was the attraction 
for all the ladies. As he moved among the 
brilliant assembly in faultless, evening dress, one 
of the young ladies remarked: 

" How very becoming that marble pallor is to 
Mr. Thorne. I suppose midnight study and 
writing causes it all." 

If she had seen the dignified Mr. Thorne the 
previous evening, she would have thought differ- 
ently concerning his "marble pallor." Perhaps 
it was owing to the very strong coffee he drank 
at the club with a gathering of his literary 
friends ; and it also must have been that which 
caused him to walk so unsteadily between two of 
his friends, who escorted him to his room and 
laid him upon a couch, where, after saying tragic- 
ally; "Traitors, beware!" he sank back, and 
murmured: 

"Farewell, dear (hie) friends of my child- 
hood's days, (hie) nothing is left me only 

to " and he was in a sound sleep, and did 

not awaken until late the next day, when he arose 
and dressed for the reception, where he appeared 
so pale and interesting. 
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So it is with a great many of our society 
people; their home life is veiled and secluded, 
and they go out and mingle with the world, and 
pass as models of culture and refinement 

Aline was found by her aunt, and presented 
to Mr. Augustus Van Alestine, a very wealthy 
young gentleman, whose uncle had just died and 
left a half a million. He was rather a small, 
insignificant person for the bearer of such a name, 
and as Aline accepted his arm for a promenade, 
she could scarcely repress a smile. 

" I suppose this is, aw, your first visit to New 
York, Miss Eivers?" he ventured. 

"Yes," Aline answered; "this is my first 
visit." 

"And may I ask, aw, how you like it?" he 
asked. 

" I like it very much," she replied. " As far 
as I have seen it I think it a very pretty city." 

She was relieved, when the promenade was 
ended, for she saw plainly that Mr. Van Alestine's 
name and purse, were a great deal larger than 
his mind and* intellect. 

It was with a sense of relief that she entered 
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the carriage to return home. She had enjoyed 
her first ball, and yet she preferred the company 
of her aunt and lone to it. 

" Well, my dear, how did you enjoy yourself? " 
said Mrs. Howard, breaking the silence. 

" Very well, aunt Mary, and especially the 
society of Mr. Van Alestine," replied Aline. 

Mrs. Howard laughed; then said: 

" He is a well meaning young man, but, like a 
great many young men of the period, has a false 
idea of life. I think such are more to be pit- 
ied, than those who have to toil and make a name 
and fortune for themselves, for they have an 
opportunity to reveal their strength and courage, 
while the others drift idly through life with no 
aim or purpose. " 

" Very true, " said Aline ; " and here we are 
at home, " and running lightly up the steps, she 
only waited to bid her aunt good night, and went 
to her room and hastily prepared to retire. 
In a few moments she was asleep, deep in the 
happy sleep of youth. No ghadow or cloud came 
to disturb her peaceful life, and she felt that life 
contained more sunshine than she ever thought. 



70 * A SILVER RAT. 



CHAPTER VHX 

AT THE OPERA. 

'*But, O my first! O my best! 
How could I choose but love thee? " 

The next day was pleasantly spent, and in the 
evening tickets for the opera were brought in by 
Mr. Howard. Both Aline and lone were going, 
and when they entered the parlor, dressed for the 
evening, they made a picture which would have 
delighted the eye of an artist 

Aline, in pure white, with great crimson roses 
resting on her breast, in her hands and nestling in 
her golden hair. lone, with her black robes, 
falling softly around her, her only ornament a 
silver dagger thrust carelessly through her dusky 
hair. They were a perfect contrast; Aline, in all 
her bright beauty, and lone, with a dreamy, far- 
away look in her dark eyes. Wherever she was 
she always wore the same sad expression. While 
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others were merry and joyous, she seemed to be far 
away, and lost in that mysterious dream-land in 
which was hidden the sad past If the gay world 
in which she moved could have taken one look 
into her heart they would not have wondered at the 
sad eyes and listless manner. If the cause of all 
this sorrow could have seen her now, he would not 
have known her for the beautiful, impulsive girl, 
whose heart he had won but to break. So the 
world goes, and some smile while their hearts are 
breaking with its load of woe, and so conceal it 
from all eyes. lone's was not a nature to hide 
her sorrow, and yet she made no sign, only the 
pale face and sad eyes told her story of grief and 
woe. 

It. was late when they entered the Opera House, 
and glasses were leveled at them from all direc- 
tions. The prima donna was singing a pathetic air, 
and Aline listened breathlessly until it was fin- 
ished.* She was not conscious that she was the 
center of attraction for all eyes. All she realized 
was the plaintive music that floated to her ears, 
filling her very soul. Feeling a light touch upon 
her shoulder, she looked up and saw her aunt 
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standing beside her with a dark eyed young man. 
Looking at Aline with pride in her manner, Mrs. 
Howard said: 

*'My niece, Miss Eivers, Mr. Leigh." 
Aline looked into a face that interested her 
immediately. It was not what everyone would call 
handsome, but a keen judge of nature would call 
it a beautiful face; for the noble, upright expres- 
sion made it beautiful. Something in the kindly 
dark eyes made Aline's heart beat strangely, 
and when the opera was over, and he wrapped 
her cloak carefully around her, she felt as 
though moving in a dream. 

The ride home was a silent one, until the silence 
was broken by Aline saying: 

"Aunt Mary, who is this Mr. Leigh?" 
Mrs. Howard smiled, then replied: 
" I see you are interested in Mr. Leigh, Aline. 
Well, he is one of our wealthiest young men. He 
was betrothed to a prominent society belle, and 
just two weeks before the wedding day she mar- 
ried a rich merchant, old enough to be her father. 
What possessed her to do such a thing I can not 
say, for Mr. Leigh is one of the noblest men I 
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have ever met. He feels very badly about it, and 
I think it likely he will never marry." 

A pang went to Aline's heart at her aunt's 
words, and then, angry at herself, she thought : 

" Nonsense, I hope I am not foolish enough to 
care for a man, whom I met to-night for the first 
time;" but in spite of all, she could not forget 
him, and the next evening, carefully dressed, seat- 
ed herself at the piano, and commenced to prac- 
tice some of her favorite pieces. When Mr. 
Leigh was announced, her hands would tremble, 
in spite of her attempts at self-possession, and 
she felt the tell-tale blushes mantling her cheek, 
when she knew his dark eyes were upon her. At 
his request she sang several pieces, and though 
he thanked her in few words, his eyes said more 
than he expressed in language. He was well 
informed and educated, and had traveled exten- 
sively, and met many .women, brilliant and fasci- 
nating, but none so free from affectation and so 
simple as Aline. The treachery of one woman 
had almost turned him against all the sex, and he 
looked upon them all alike, until he met Aline, 
who interested him from the first. He was 
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honorable and noble in his principles, but of a 
jealous disposition. It is these sensitive natures 
that love deepest, though their love is often 
hidden beneath a mask ! 

When Aline arose from the piano Mr. Leigh 
turned to her and said : 

"How do you like New York, Miss Rivers?" 

" Very much indeed," replied Aline. 

" I think it a very nice city," he said, " though 
I much prefer the South. My home is in Mem- 
phis, and I have always lived there until about 
two years ago, when I came to New York," and a 
cloud rested upon his face for a moment, as 
though some unpleasant memory was connected 
with the pasi 

" I am a Southerner myself," answered Aline, 
" and I dearly love the South. I like the North, 
but most of my love is for the sunny South," and 
her eyes kindled as her thought went back to her 
childhood days, in her warm, sunny. Southern 
home. Ah, happy days — how free from care 
they were. 

He looked at her, then laughingly remarked: 
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" You are eloquent in your admiration for the 
South." 

" I think any one naturally has a love for their 
early home," she answered 

The conversation drifted upon different topics, 
and the evening passed pleasantly. Night after 
night. Aline met him at parties, balls or recep- 
tions, and he was her attendant everywhere. 
She soon grew to look for his coming, and if a 
day passed without seeing him, the brightest sun 
suddenly grew darker, and the day lost half of 
its beauty to her. Her woman's heart had 
awakened to its blissful dream of love, at last, 
and as day after day passed by, the one face 
which filled her thoughts, dreaming or waking, 
grew dearer to her. She thought if life could go 
on so forever, it would be like one bright sum- 
mer's day. Fair and blissful as it seemed then, 
she did not realize how soon she must awaken 
from that dream, to the bitter reality. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 



"A LITTLE MISUNDERSTANDING. 



99 



*' Oil, love my words are but thoughts unspoken ! 
O, part the cloud rifts and look below." — R, 

The winter passed happily to Aline, and she 
was learning to forget the unhappy past. A 
favorite wherever she went, life rolled on with 
rosy wings to her. To-night there is to be a 
fashionable entertainment, at one of the stately 
mansions on Fifth Avenue, consisting of tableaux, 
music, etc., for the benefit of a charitable institu- 
tion, at which Aline is to sing. She has a fine 
voice, which has been carefully cultivated, and 
she sings with a great deal of expression. 

As she enters the parlor her aunt's eyes sparkle 
with pleasure as they rest upon her. Robed in a 
thin, misty dress, which seems to -float around 
her like a cloud, her only ornaments, a slight 
wreath of lilies of the valley resting on her 
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golden hair, a cluster nestling at her white 
throat. 

The house was already filled when she entered, 
and in a few moments the entertainment began. 
It was a brilliant success, and about the middle of 
the programme Aline was to sing. As the slender, 
white-robed form came gracefully forward, a 
murmur of admiration ran through the house, 
and when the beautiful, pathetic words of the 
song, "Then You'll Eemember Me," floated 
through the air, every heart present was touched. 
She sang as she had never sang before, and as 
the last notes died away, and the curtain fell, 
there was a moment's silence, followed by a 
burst of applause which shook the house. Then 
came the cry, " Miss Eivers again," which was 
' taken up and repeated all over the house. She 
came quietly back and sang Payne's immortal 
ballad, which has been sung all over the world. 

When the programme was finished, everything 
was put in readiness for dancing. Mr. Leigh 
was near to claim the first waltz, and when it 
was ended they strolled slowly up and down the 
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conservatory. After talking carelessly about the 
topics of the day, he suddenly remarked: 

" I suppose I must bid you good by to-night, 
Miss Bivers, for to-morrow morning I leave on 
tiie first train for Memphis." 

Aline was silent a moment, then, making a 
great effort, said, lightly: 

"Going away in the morning, Mr. Leigh? 
Why, I thought we were to see you all winter." 

" No, I have decided to go to-morrow," he 
answered gravely. 

A great weight seemed to rest on Aline's 
heart, and keep her silent. He, taking her 
silence for indifference, thought bitterly: 

" She does not care whether I go or stay: I 
have served very well to amuse hei;, and now she 
is tired of me." 

While Aline thought: " How foolish I was to 
think he cared for me. He calmly tells me he is 
going away, and after I have shown my love- so 
freely, he leaves me without a word." 

So the little rift was made, growing larger all 
the time. Ah, if they only could have looked 
into each other's hearts. 
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After a short time in conversation they re- 
turned to the parlor. Aline did not see him 
again, until just as they were preparing to go, 
he came to her and said, in a low voice: 

" I will bid you good by now, Miss Bivers. I 
presume I will not see you again before I go," 
and extending his hand he took her cold, limp 
fingers in his strong, warm clasp, his earnest, 
dark eyes resting on her down-cast face. 

"Good by," she replied, in a low voice; "I 
hope you may have a pleasant journey." 

"Thank you," he returned, letting her hand 
fall. " I hope you will have a pleasant time, the 
remainder of your visit," and turning away, he 
stopped to speak to a friend, who wondered what 
made his face so set and pale. 

Aline entered the carriage and silently rode 
home. Reaching her room, she stood a moment, 
looking at her pale face in the mirror. The large 
tears rolled down her cheeks, and she began to 
sob bitterly. In a voice, choked and low, she 
said, brokenly: 

" How could he leave me so coldly. I am only 
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a foolish girl, yet I loved him better than life 
itself. It was too bright and happy to last." 

Poor Aline, her life seemed to be suddenly 
darkened. She did not know how deep her 
love was until he was away from her. Ah, how 
many of us realize our love too late. When the 
loved voice has gone forever, driven away by some 
cold, careless word; when the heart we have so 
wounded is at rest forever; when the ears are 
deaf to our cruel words, then, when all is without 
avail, we, in our sorrow and remorse, can look 
back and say, " Ah, only to live once more those 
days now gone." 

So these two hearts that loved each other so 
dearly were separated through their own blind- 
ness, and it seemed as though they were ever to 
walk in darkness, unless some kindly ray of light 
should suddenly show them their folly. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

A TELEGRAM. 

*• Still, where rosy pleasure leads, 
See a kindred grief pursue. " 

The next morning dawned, cloudy and gray. 
A fine rain was falling, rendering the day miser- 
able. Aline, standing, looking dreamily out of 
the window, was thinking of the happy times 
since she came to New York. The winter was 
nearly over, and the last ball of the season was 
to be held to-night. Thus idling away the morn- 
ing, gazing out on the street, she saw a boy come 
quickly up the steps and ring the bell. A few 
moments after, her aunt came, with troubled face, 
bearing in her hand a telegram. Eagerly tear- 
ing it open Aline read: 

*' Come quickly; Alice is very ill. " 

She said nothing, but handed it back to her 

aunt, who, after reading it, said: 
6 



82 A SILVER BAT. 

" I think the best way to do is to take the 
evening train; you can then inake connections 
right through. " 

" Oh aunt Mary it seems as though I could 
hardly wait. Alice may be dying, while I am 
here. Dear Alice, she was always so gentle and 
kind." 

The preparations to go were hurriedly made, 
and Aline, with loving good byes, was rapidly 
whirled to the depot to catch the train. It seemed 
to the excited girl as though the weary journey 
would never end. She pictured Alice dying be- 
fore she arrived, and the thought nearly drove her 
frantic. At last, however the train rolled slowly 
into the familiar village, and leaving her wrap- 
pings in the car, she made her way to where she 
saw her brother-in-law's carriage awaiting her. 
Meeting old Tom, who had known Alice from 
childhood, she asked, breathlessly: 

" Alice; is she alive? " 

"Yes, Miss Aline," said Tom, gravely; "but 
she am bery low, and massa, he tole me to hurry 
back. " 

" Thank Heaven! " burst from Aline's lips, and 
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entering the carriage she did not speak again, 
until she reached the little white cottage. As she 
entered the hall her brother-in-law met her at the 
door with a grave face. Taking her hand in 
silence, he motioned to a maid to conduct her to 
a room. 

Aline removed her hat and smoothed her hair, 
then softly went down stairs and entered the sick 
room. She was shocked at the sight of her sister's 
face, and her heart ached when she looked at the 
thin white hand, picking restlessly at the coverlid. 
The doctor was sitting quietly by the bed, watch- 
ing every move of his patient. He looked up 
and nodded as Aline entered and approached the 
bedside. Alice opened her eyes and smiled faint- 
ly at Aline. 

"Dear Aline, " she whispered; "I knew you 
would come. " 

Aline's tears fell upon the thin hand she held, 
and when the doctor softly walked from the room 
she followed him and asked, quickly: 

"Tell me. Doctor, can she live?" 

"My dear young lady, while there is life 
there is hope, you know," he replied. 
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"Yes, I know," interrupted Aline; "Wt tell 
me truly, can she live? " 

" Well, then, if you are determined to know, I 
will tell you. She can not live more than a day 
or two longer at the most," he answered. 

Aline said nothing, but turned and entered 
the room. Alice was looking at her with wide 
open eyes, and motioning her to come nearer, she 
said, in a low voice: 

" What did the Doctor say about me. Aline ? " 

Aline was about to speak, when she inter- 
rupted her — 

"You need not say I am going to get well, 
for I am not." 

Aline took the wasted hand tenderly in her 
own, and said, gently: 

" Are you strong enough to hear what he said, 
dear; and are you afraid to die?" 

Alice was silent a moment ; the tears came 
slowly into her blue eyes, and she answered, 
slowly: 

" I am not afraid to die. If God wills it so, I 
am ready to go ; but I would like to live, for my 
little Flossie's sake. Henry, too, will miss me, 
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and now, dear, leave me for a little while, for I 
am so tired, — so tired," and her eyes closed, and 
she lay with a quiet expression upon her face. 

Aline looked for a moment upon her, and 
then drawing near the bed, she left her. Once 
alone her composure gave way, and she gave full 
vent to her passionate grief. Sinking upon her 
knees, she buried her face in her hands, sobbing: 

"Oh, Alice, dear sister, how can I let you go. 
You are all I have to live for now, and when you 
are gone I shall be so lonely. If I could only 
die and go with you." 

Then her thoughts went back to Gerald 
Leigh, and a hot flush crimsoned her face, as she 
said, indignantly: 

"He knew I loved him, and he led me to 
believe he cared for me, yet he never said, *I 
love you.' Oh, how could I have been so unwo- 
manly as to let him know I cared for him ; and 
he went away, and never even left a message for 
me," and the poor child thus tortured herself 
with doubts, not knowing that Gerald Leigh, far 
away, was longing to clasp her in his arms and 
tell her of his great love for her. So the little 
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rift widened day by day, and they drifted apart; 
all caused by one little misunderstanding. 

Aline's rest that night was sadly broken and 
disturbed by dreams. Tossing restlessly, she at 
length arose, and opening the shutters looked 
out of the window. It was a chill, misty morn- 
ing, and the gray dawn just breaking added to 
the desolation of the scene. A misty rain was 
beginning to fall, and a sharp wind to arise. A 
mound of freshly turned earth in the garden 
caught Aline's eye and a shudder convulsed her 
form, as she said : 

" How sad it must be to die on such a gloomy 
day as this ! " and as her thoughts turned to 
Alice, tears fell slowly on the window sill, and 
she murmured : 

"In a little while I shall be all alone. 
Mamma is dead, papa as a stranger to me, and 
only a few days more and Alice will leave me," 
and rising, she slowly went down stairs. Enter- 
ing the sick room she walked softly towards the 
bed. The lamp still dimly burned, casting 
shadows over the frail form resting there. A 
pang went to Aline's heart as she saw the 



A TELEGRAM. 87 

grayish pallor stealing over the pale face. 
Kneeling down she sent up a passionate prayer 
to Heaven, pleading that the. frail life might be 
spared, and that she might be taken instead. 
Thus the day dawned over the sad household. 
The servants moved softly about, with grave, 
saddened faces, for they all dearly loved the gen- 
tle mistress, who had always a kind word for 
them. The doors were all muffled, and the win- 
dows darkened, and the stillness of death reigned 
over the house, for its fair mistress was slowly 
dying. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 



A BROKEN CHAIN. 



** The parting of the sweetest soul, 
That ever looked with human eyes.'* 

All day, a blustering wind had been blowing, 
the rain dashing against the window panes with 
a sharp, clicking sound. Towards night, the 
wind sank to a gentle murmur, and a quiet peace 
pervaded all. 

Alice had been slowly sinking all day, and as 

the evening shadows fell, she lay, pale and wan, 

the only signs of life a faint, fluttering breath 
that would now and then leave the white lips. 

Two aching heAts were sadly watching beside 

her, trying to console themselves into the belief 

that she was growing stronger, while all the 

time the angel of death was hovering over that 

frail form. The last link which bound her to all 
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earthly ties was slowly parting, and the pure soul 
only awaited the final summons, to soar away 
from all earthly cares and sorrows. 

Once the pale lips moved, and the word 
" Flossie," left them in a faint whisper. 

Aline brought little Flossie, a delicate child 
of a year or more, and placed her on the mother's 
breast. Feebly clasping her in her arms, she 
sank back with a smile on her lips, and they 
thought she slept. But, alas ! for them, she 
slept forever. They did not know when the sil- 
ver cord was broken, and she left them. Outside 
the rain ceased, and the morning wind sank to a 
soft whisper, as though soothing the motherless 
babe, nestling on the pulseless breast. Ah! 
little Flossie, you know not your great loss. 
Tour best earthly friend and adviser has gone 
now. How few realize what the loss of a mother 
is until too late. No gentle sympathetic ear to 
pour your troubles into, no gentle hand to soothe 
the throbbing brow, no low, sweet voice to give 
words of advice and comfort, when, tried and 
weary, you turn from the cold selfishness of the 
world for comfort. Nothing left, but a narrow 
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mound that it is a pleasure to visit and remem- 
ber. Thank God, memory can still remain with 
us through all the long years, — through all our 
trials, we still have that precious solace. 

There was sorrow in every heart when it was 
known that Alice Ray was dead, for she was be- 
loved by all in the village, and when she was laid 
in her narrow grave, lined with flowers, that a 
band of weeping children had dropped tearfully 
in, all felt that they had lost a true friend. 

A simple shaft, bearing her name and age, 
marks her resting place. Quietly and sweetly 
she sleeps in the shady little cemetery, and 
every Sabbath evening, just as the twilight 
shadows are softly falling, a group of 
children, bearing burdens of fragrant flowers, 
reverently place them upon t^e grave of their 
loved teacher. Her loving kindness in the 
Sabbath school has left a lasting impression upon 
them, and in that hour, which she loved, they 

come with their offerings, which speak more than 
words. 

When Aline returned to the empty house a 
familiar form confronted her. She started back 
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in surprise at her father's voice, as advancing 
towards her, he said: 

"Tou are surprised to see me, are you not? 
Aline, dear child, can you ever forgive me, for 
my harshness towards you, and are you willing 
to return home with me and forget the past?" 

" Forgive you? Oh, papa, do not say forgive! 
I am only too happy to be with you once again ! " 
and holding out her hand to him with the old, 
familiar gesture, father and daughter were 
clasped in each other's embrace. 

" My poor Alice ; she is gone, never knowing 
how much I loved her, and how I regret my 
cruelty to her," he said, sadly. 

" Never mind, papa," replied Aline, " she is 
happy now, and little Flossie is left to comfort 

When Aline was once more in her familiar 
home, and saw her father so devoted to Flossie, 
she felt as though life was worth living after all, 
and that night she retired early, and sank into a 
peaceful' sleep. Darkness shrouded the earth, 
and a fierce storm arose, shaking the very foun- 
dations of the house, and filling the air with 
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gloom, and still thraugh all the tumult Aline 
slept peacefully on, knowing not of the dark 
tragedy so near, — ^yes, already hovering over 
the now happy home. Ah! well for her if that 
deep sleep could have been her last. 

Before Aline had retired, she went to the 
window, and opening the shutters, gazed out into 
the moonlight. All was quiet and still. The 
leafless trees in the cemetery which was near the 
house, threw dark shadows over the narrow 
mounds. Dimly she could see a new made grave 
there, and a lonely feeling came into her heart 
as she thought of the fair form lying there, in 
her cold bed. Her thoughts went back to the 
time, when Alice had been a bride. How well 
she remembered the sweet, pale face. Then 
came the time when she was a happy wife and 
mother. And now the sweet face was hidden in 
the dark, cold grave, the gentle heart was motion- 
less forever more, and the pure soul was free. 
The picture of the desolate home, the stricken 
husband, and the motherless babe, arose before 
her, and with an aching heart she cried: 

"Alice, dear Alice, we can not live without 
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you. How hard, oh, how hard that so much 
beauty and goodness must lie there, concealed 
forever from human eyes ! " 

Seeing a storm rising, she hastily closed the 
window and went to bed. Her sleep that night 
was peaceful, mingled with dreams of Alice, not 
as she had last seen her, so white and still, but 
in her youth and beauty. Outside, the wind 
moaned, as though sorrowing for some loved one, 
and through all the tumult. Aline slept peacefully 
on. 
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CHAPTEE Xn. 



A CLOUD APPEARS. 



"Clouds turn with every wind about, 
They keep us in suspense and doubt " — Swifl, 



Aline was suddenly aroused from a deep sleep 
about midnight by the sharp report of a pistol. 
Springing from the bed she hurriedly thrust her 
feet into slippers, drawing on a loose dressing 
gown as she did so, and ran out into the hall and 
down stairs, where the sound seemed to come 
from. The hall lamp still burned dimly, and as 
she turned a sharp corner, near the study door, 
she came upon the lifeless form of her father, 
prone upon the floor, a bullet in his temple. 
Uttering a piercing shriek, she knelt down, and 
raising the heavy head, attempted to take the 
smoking revolver, from the already stiffening 
hand, moaning: 
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"Oh, my God, who has done this fearful 
deed? Papa, papa, speak to me," and then rais- 
ing her voice, she shrieked: 

"Help! help! for God's sake, will no one help 
me" and half wild with grief she sprang up 
and stood wringing her hands in a frantic way. 

The hall was filled in a moment, brought by 
Aline's shrieks, and a detective was soon there 
and the case quickly investigated. 

" Tou say you were the first to discover your 
father?" he asked, looking sharply at Aline. 

" Tes, " she answered in a dazed way. " I was 
aroused by the report of a revolver, and came and 
found papa lying here. " 

Turning to Mrs. Rivers he asked: 

"What time did you find your husband's 
body?" 

Crimsoning under his searching look, she 
answered: 

" I came as soon as I heard the shot, to find 
Aline standing over him with a revolver in her 
hand. " 

" What did she say when you discovered her?" 
he questioned. 
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" She seemed greatly agitated, and all she could 
say was, *0h, my God, who has done this ter- 
rible deed! ' and wring her hands," she answered. 

All the servants were questioned and the 
sligtest clew taken. Dark looks were cast upon 
Aline, and the detective advancing towards her, 
said: 

"I am sorry for you young lady, but I can 
not see but what you will have to come with me." 

Aline recoiled and said, in a horrified tone: 

" You surely do not mean to charge me with 
the murder of my father?" 

"It is a grave charge to make," he replied; 
" but you will have a chance to prove your inno- 
cence. The evidence seems to be all against you. 
You were discovered, standing over your father, 
with a smoking revolver in your grasp, and you 
will have to remain under arrest until something 
more can be learned." 

Aline buried her face in her hands, and a 
great sob burst from her lips. Trembling in 
every limb, she moaned: 

" Nothing but trouble for me wherever I am. 
Oh, papa, if you could only speak and tell them 
all ! " 
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The detective, a man of tender heart in spite 
of his profession, was touched, and when Aline 
was taken away, the handcuffs were not placed 
upon her wrists. 

The next day the papers were filled with an 
account of the terrible murder — How Aline 
Eivers, the beautiful Southern girl, had murdered 
her father in cold blood. The papers spoke of 
her as a beautiful but heartless fiend. The 
greatest excitement prevailed, and the great trial 
was eagerly watched for by every one. 

And Aline! — What of her? In her lonely 
cell, carefully guarded, all hope gone, she sank 
into a dull apathy, and nothing could arouse her. 
No friendly voice to cheer her, no kindly hand 
reached out to help her, in all her sorrow, her 
daily wish was that she could find rest — ^rest 
from all the turmoil and strife. 

Her step-mother came over to see her, and 
with tears in her eyes urged her to confess her 
guilt. Every word which she uttered seemed to 
condemn Aline more and more, and she had al- 
most given up in despair. So the days rolled on, 
and the trial began. 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 

GUILTY OR NOT OUILTY. 

" How can the glintin sun shine bright ? 
How can the wimplin burnie glide? 
Or flowers adorn the ingle side." — J. W, H. 

When court week came the court house was 
crowded, and every one was filled with curiosity 
and excitement. When Aline was brought in, 
every eye was strained to catch a glimpse of her. 
Brobed in black, with deathly pale face, she 
walked proudly erect to her seat. It was . a sad 
scene: the slender young girl, so fair and deli- 
cate, in the midst of the stern, grave-looking 
jury, all alone. No friend to say a cheering 
word. All alone to battle for her life. 

She gave her testimony in a clear, calm voice, 
without once faltering, and when she sat down the 
case looked more in her favor than it had yet. 

Her step-mother was next called to take the 
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stand, and she gave her evidence in a hesitating 
manner, as though afraid of condemning Aline. 

After the usual tiresome questions were asked 
and answered, the lawyer asked suddenly: 

"Were your step-daughter , and yourself on 
friendly terms ? " 

She colored violently and answered: 

" No ; I can not say as we were. She was very 
much opposed to her father's marriage with me, 
and my life has been very unpleasant when she 
was at home. I would have loved her as well as 
my own daughter if she had allowed me ; but all 
my attempts at friendship were met with coldness 
and scorn." And she raised her eyes mildly to 
Mine's face, who started and was about to speak, 
but the lawyer motioned her to keep silence. 

So the long weary trial went on, and at the 
close of one March day the crowded house sat 
with suspended breath to await the return of the 
jury which was to decide Aline's fate. 

One slanting sunbeam came through the win- 
dow, seeming to rest on Aline's bowed head and 
downcast face, like a benediction. Long ago, 
she had given up all hope, and in a mind-dazed 
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way was awaiting the verdict, which she knew^ 
only too well. 

There was a breathless hush as the jury 
solemnly took their seats, and every heart stood 
still, as the deep voice asked these ominous 
words: 

" How say you, gentlemen of the jury, is the 
prisoner guilty of the charge preferred against 
her, or not guilty?" 

There was a moment of silence, then the word, 
"Guilty!" fell slowly, with measured accents 
upon the air. 

A low murmur ran through the house, and a 
kindly-faced old lady burst into tears. There 
were tears in eyes that for years had not known 
them, and strong men turned away with dim eyes 
from the beautiful golden-haired girl, who was 
doomed to die. 

Aline, herself, was calmest of them all. She 
listened in silence while the sentence was pro- 
nounced upon her, and as she was led away to 
her cell, she turned upon her step-mother, her 
blue eyes blazing, and said in a loud, clear tone: 

" I have you to thank for this. When you go 
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home to-night think of me in my cell, and know 
that every day brings me nearer death. I am 
not afraid to die. I go before my Maker fear- 
lessly, and I long for the rest that death will 
bring. I hope you may^ be happy, when you 
think that your evidence condemned me to 
death. May God forgive you for this deed, and 
when we both shall stand before Him, which do 
you think He will judge the purer, you or I? 
May you rest well to-night, and when I am gone 
enjoy yourself as long as you can, for your time 
comes next. May " — , and throwing up her 
hands she fell senseless to the floor. She was 
raised up and carried to her cell and placed upon 
the bed. When she awoke from her long swoon 
the cell was dark, and she realized her terrible 
doom. Sinking upon the cold floor, pleading 
prayers left her lips, and all through the live- 
long night she knelt there, moaning and crying 
out in her agony. 

The next day passed the same as many others, 
and the dread day drew near. She became 
reconciled to her fate, and longed for it all to 
be over. 
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The doomed girl sat in her cell to-night 
for the last time. With white drawn^face she 
saw the sun set. The croaking of frogs 

in the marsh made the dark little cell more 
gloomy still. When ^the warden brought her 
supper she pushed it away untasted. She was 
growing fearfully nervous and excited. She 
trembled in every limb, and low, anguished 
sobs burst from her dry lips. 

"Oh God," she moaned, "I am so young to 
die. I did not know I dreaded death so fear- 
fully. To-morrow this time and I shall be in 
eternity," and sli3 grasped frantically at her 
throat as though she could already feel the rope 
choking her. 

At last, worn and exhausted, she sank upon 
the narrow bed, and soon sleep came to the 
weary eyes. The silvery moonbeams came 
through the grated windows and fell in slant- 
ing rays upon the wan face and tear-wet lashes. 
Moaning in her sleep, she tossed restlessly to 
and fro. Oh, heartless woman; could you but 
see your work now, and the wreck you have 
made of that fair young life, perhaps even your 
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cold heart would melt with pity. It would have 
made an angel weep to see the beautiful girl in 
the lonely cell, condemned to die on the morn. 

Still in that death-like sleep Aline lay. She 
did not hear a slight rustle at the door, and 
did not know any one was present until a small 
hand touched her face, and a low voice whis- 
pered: 

"Miss Aline, wake up, but don't make any 
noise, for I have come to save you." 

Struggling to a sitting posture, Aline saw a 
small form bending over her, and said, in a 
puzzled voice: 

"Mattie ; I am dreaming. It can not be 
you." 

"Hush, Miss Aline, it is I. Get ready, now, 
and come with me. Mr. Leigh is waiting with 
a carriage. Oh, Miss Aline, come quick!" 

How Aline' s heart throbbed at the mention 
of that familiar name. With trembling hands 
she made her preparations and softly left the jail. 
She drew a breath of relief as she walked out 
into the bright moonlight and caught a glimpse 
of a tall form waiting impatiently. He eagerly 
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lifted her into the carriage, and did not speak 
until they were away from the jail, and then 
turning, he caught both of her hands in his 
strong grasp, and said, in a passionate voice: 

"Aline, can't you say one word to me? Oh, 
if you only knew how I have suffered; I only 
knew of the terrible crime you were accused of 
yesterday, and I lost no time in hastening to 
you. I knew that you were innocent, my darl- 
ing; and now that you are with me I shall 
never let you go from me again, for surely 
you care a little for me, do you not?" 

Aline turned, and looking at him, answered: 

"Care for you? I do not know when I did 
not. Oh, my friend, my preserver, how can I 
ever thank you! How did you manage to gain 
an entrance to the jail to-night?" 

" Well, Mattie is on very friendly terms with 
the warden, you know, and through him she 
managed to get the key to your cell, and we 
easily managed the rest," he answered. 

Clasping her hand still more closely, he ex- 
claimed. "Oh, Aline, I tremble when I think 
how near I came losing you; and now promise 
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me you will become my wife immediately, 
dear?" 

"No, Gerald," she answered, gently but 
firmly. " I can not become your wife until this 
stain is lifted from my name." 

In vain he urged and pleaded; she was firm, 
and with many misgivings he saw her on board 
a train bound for New York. • 

Great excitement prevailed when it was dis- 
covered the prisoner was missing. A great 
crowd collected around the jail, and in the 
midst a man, hatless and with a wild, haggard 
face, made his way rapidly to the sheriflP. 

"Am I too late?" he gasped hoarsely, — 
"is she dead?" — and then raising his voice, he 
said, "Men, I am the murderer of Colonel 
Rivers, and not that innocent little girl." 

He was quickly taken into custody, and told 
in a brief manner the following story: 

" I was in the employ of Colonel Eivers for 
years, and knew little Aline from childhood. 
One day I took my first drink of liquor, and 
from that day out I began my downward career. 
Night after night I came home the worse for 
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liquor. One day I was sleeping oflf a drunken 
stupor' under a tree on the plantation, when 
Colonel Eivers came along and kicked me, tell- 
ing me to get up and never show my face on 
the premises again. Well, I was in despair. 
I had a family of little children to care for, 
and I never forgot that kick. One night I saw 
him sitting by his study window as I passed 
the house, and a demon came into my heart 
I had drank just enough to set my brain on 
fire, and I was reckless enough for anything. 
I went softly into the house, and as I entered 
the hall he was just coming out. Eaising my 
pistol I fired, and as he fell I thrust it into 
his hand to show he had committed suicide. 
Afterward I learned that little Aline was accused 
of his murder, and oh, my God, how I have 
suffered. She was so kind to my poor little 
ones in their illness, and her presence in the 
house was like a ray of sunshine. When I knew 
she must die for my crime, I could not rest 
day or night, and I only hope I am not too late 
to save an innocent life." 

As he finished, a greyish pallor overspread 
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his face, and, swaying forward, he said brokenly: 
"I — have — cheated — the — gallows — this — 
time — of — both — its — victims," and fell for- 
ward upon his face. 

When they raised him they saw that he was 
beyond all need of help. He had taken his 
life into his own hands and gone before his 
Maker, and it was for Him to judge, not they. 

A weight was lifted from a great many hearts 
when it was known that Aline was free. But 
where was she ? Many, who remembered the fair 
girlish face and pitiful manner when she stood in 
the crowded court-room to hear her doom pro- 
nounced, felt their hearts fill with sadness as all 
traces to find her proved in vain. 

Was she sleeping in some lonely, unclaimed 
grave, with no pitying eye to drop a friendly tear 
o'er her lonely bed, with naught save the low, 
murmuring winds to chant her requiem, and the 
gentle spring rains, falling like the tears of a 
friend above her, as though lulling to rest the 
weary heart? Ah, no; friendless and homeless, 
she was struggling for her daily bread, hidden 
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from all familiar eyes, and striving to forget the 
stain which rested on her name. At times she 
was almost in despair, and again she trusted in 
God's mercy and goodness to lead her from the 
vale of darkness into the sunshine and light. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A GLEAM OP SUNSHINE. 

* The darkest hours of morning, 

That tell the hours of night are almost past, 

Are just below the brightest daylight's dawning ; 
So shall our happiness brighten at last." — P. W. 8. 

Night was closing in, dark and cold. A sharp, 
raw wind was beginning to blow, and a few flakes 
of snow fell noiselessfy, lying for a moment upon 
the frozen ground, then covered up by more, still 
softly dropping upon the bare, brown earth. 

In the great city of New York, along the slip- 
pery streets, a slight form was toiling wearily. 
Surely that face and golden hair are familiar to 
US. It is Aline, paler and thinner than when we 
last saw her, and with such a weary, hopeless 
expression on her face. Walking in a tired, 
weary way, she soon reached a tenement house, 
and going up a flight of narrow stairs entered a 
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small, cheerless room, where, after lighting a 
small kerosene lamp, she kindled a fire in the 
rickety stove. 

It is a bare room, scantily furnished, and with 
very few comforts. Removing her bonnet and worn 
shawl she went to a small closet, and drew forth 
a large bundle carefully wrapped in paper. Seat- 
ing herself, she took out a beautiful ball dress, 
and with numb fingers began sewing. 

Never pausing, she sewed rapidly on until 
midnight, and then, dropping her work, a low 
moan burst from her lips, and she sobbed: 

"I can never finish it for to-morrow night," 
and burying her throbbing temples in her hands, 
she remained silent a moment, then with the same 
hopeless look took up the dress, and with trem- 
bling fingers proceeded to sew. 

All night long the busy fingers never faltered, 
and all the next day she sewed as though her life 
depended upon it, and when the last stitch was 
taken she arose, and putting on her bonnet and 
shawl, carried it to a large mansion on Fifth Ave- 
nue. Mounting the marble steps, she rang the 
bell. The servant who answered it was better 
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clothed than Aline, and as he reached out his 
hand to take the bundle he said : 

"Miss Grey can not pay you to-night. She is 
engaged." 

"But I need the money very much," said 
Aline. 

" Can't help it, Miss; I must obey orders," he 
replied. 

There was a sudden rustle of silk, and a fair, 
haughty girl stood before them. 

"John," she said sharply, "what do you mean 
by leaving this door open so long ? " 

" I brought your dress *home," added Aline, 
" and was told you could not pay me to-night." 

" I can not bother to-night," replied the 
young lady. " I am busy at present." 

" But I need the money very much," pleaded 
Aline; "I haven't a penny to buy me a loaf of 
bread to keep me from starvation." 

"Nonsense," she said; "that 'is what they all 

say." 

"Then you refuse to pay me?" asked poor 

Aline. 

"Yes, most assuredly I do to-night," and she 
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turned away, muttering something about the 
impertinence of these sewing women. 

Aline, with a heavy heart, turned away, and 
just then a familiar voice sounded upon her ear. 
Pressing her hand on her wildly beating heart 
she paused to listen. Ah, surely, that deep, 
musical voice was familiar to her ear. Breath- 
less and excited, she hurried away, murmuring: 
" It is he. Oh, how many memories the sound 
of that voice calls forth." 

Walking rapidly by a side street she came 
upon a form crouched there. Stooping impul- 
sively, she saw the face of a girl scarcely older 
than herself. Something seemed to draw her in 
pity to the poor, forlorn creature, and she began 
to question her. The woman laughed bitterly, 
and said: 

" I am not fit for you to touch. I haven't a 
shelter to my head, and I am waiting to see if I 
can't die out here in the cold." 

Aline's heart was touched with pity, and she 
said, gently: 

" I have not much to offer you, but what I 
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have you are welcome to. I can at least give 
you a shelter." 

The woman looked at her a moment, then she 
said huskily: 

"May God bless you; you are the only one 
who has befriended me." 

Rising to her feet they proceeded to Aline' s 
humble home. The poor outcast was not all bad, 
and Aline's kindness had done more to save her, 
than anything else could. When Aline treated 
her with such respect and kindness she burst into 
tears, sobbing, "Oh my God, you do not know 
how vile I am ! " 

Taking her hand, Aline said, gently: 

"Don't you remember those words, 'Though 
your sins are as scarlet, they shall be washed 
white as snow.' Now take comfort, and think of 
them." 

"I will," she returned humbly; "you are an 
angel to bother with such as I." 

The winter passed on, and Aline's strange 

friend still remained with her. One night, on 

returning home she was shocked to find her 

under the influence of liquor, though how she 
8 
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obtained it Aline could not guess. Concealing 
her disgust as best she could, she endeavored to 
to make everything as pleasant as possible. It 
was after midnight when she retired, and it 
seemed as though her weary head had hardly 
touched the pillow when there came a cry of 
" Fire." 

Springing from her bed, she looked from the 
window and saw a crowd of people in front of the 
tenement It dawned upon her startled mind 
that the building she was in was on fire. More- 
over, a strong smell of smoke was plainly 
discernible. 

Awakening her companion, they had barely 
time to dress and run down stairs and into the 
street, before the whole building was a mass of 
flames. But little could be done to save it, and 
in a few moments, a crowd of women and child- 
ren were huddled together in the street bemoan- 
ing their losses. Some of them had barely time 
to save themselves, and all their furniture and 
household goods were lost in the fire. 

Aline's companion seemed strangely affected 
by the fire. She acted as though suddenly gone 
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mad. A wild look was in her eyes that made 
Aline shudder. Suddenly she dashed from the 
crowd, and before any one could prevent her, had 
plunged from the street into the flames; turning 
as she did so, and sending back a wild, thrilling 
laugh. 

Aline tnmed away, sick at heart, and covered 
her face with her hands to shut out the sight of 
that distorted face. The fire burned out, and 
the crowd dispersed, and Aline was alone in the 
streets of New York. Alone, without a roof to 
cover her head; friendless and homeless, she 
wandered towards the river, not knowing where 
she was going. A terrible temptation came over 
her. She shuddered as she thought of the 
icy waters, and yet she longed, with one wild leap, 
to find rest in their cold depths. She stood on 
the pier, listening to the sullen swish of the 
waters against them, and clitsping her hands, she 
prayed: 

" May God forgive me this deed. Oh, I am so 
tired of all this strife that I must have rest. I 
have no one to help me, and I must go, Gerald, 
my dear love, we shall never meet again. May 
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Ged forgive me," and she prepared to take the 
fatal leap. Just then a strong hand fell upon her 
shoulder, and a deep voice said: 

" Woman, what are you about to do? Do you 
mean to commit the terrible crime of self-destruc- 
tion?" 

Aline, with a startled cry, turned, and as she 
saw his face, the cry, " Gerald, oh, Gerald," burst 
from her lips, and she sank fainting in his arms. 

"Great Heaven, Aline!" broke from Gerald 
Leigh's startled lips, "at last I have found you!" 
and then, startled at her deathly face, he bore her 
to the nearest drug-store, where restoratives were 
applied, and soon a faint color came into the pale 
face. When her eyes fell upon his face she 
shrank back and covered her face with her hands. 
Removing her unwilling hands, he questioned 
her; then added reproachfully: 

" Why have you hidden yourself from me so 
long, Aline? All this time I have been search- 
ing for you. 

" I hardly know myself. I said I would never 
disgrace your honorable name until the stain was 
removed from mine," she answered wearily. 
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" Eemoved from yours ! " he echoed, in surprise. 
"Why, child, it was proved long ago that you 
were innocent." 

'Oh, thank God," exclaimeci Aline eagerly; 
"and air the time I have been so unhappy and 
miserable ; but now I can see the sunshine coming 
through the darkened clouds." 

" And now, Aline, you have seen enough sor- 
row. It is time you had a little happiness. Be- 
come my wife, and then we will return to my 
Southern home. But, first, dear, let me say one 
thing to you. I am not wealthy, as when you 
first knew me; but I will try and make you happy 
if you will trust your happiness to me," he said 
gently. 

Aline, looking into his noble face, answered, 
softly: 

" It shall be just as you wish, Gerald. I have 
known so much sorrow that happiness does not 
seem as though intended for me." 

"We will make it possible," he answered; 
" and now that it is late I will accompany you to 
a hotel, then in the morning I will come for you, 
and we can be married." 
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" But, Gerald, I have nothing but this," said 
Aline, pointing to her shabby dress. 

"Yes, I know," he replied; "but you can get 
what you want with this," putting a well-filled 
purse into her hand. 

" But, Gerald," she began, her face crimson- 
ing, " I—" 

" You must take it," he said, gently, " and not 
have any false pride about it." 

He accompanied her to a hotel, then left her. 
When he came the next day he hardly recognized 
her. Radiant in a silver-gray traveling-suit, a 
hat to match, with a long waving plume, she was 
the very emjbodiment of grace and beauty. 

Gerald Leigh's eyes sparkled as they rested 
upon her, and a holy resolve came into his heart, 
that never by one word or action would he cause 
this trusting girl, who gave herself into his keep- 
ing that day, to regret for a moment her trust in 
him. 

Driving to a quiet church in the suburb of 
the city, they were made man and wife in the 
presence of the gray-haired minister and a few 
witnesses. 
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Aline's face grew pale as she listened to the 
solemn, impressive words of the ceremony, and 
stealing a look at her bridegroom's face she was 
startled at the grave, stern look upon it. 

She received the congratulations of all as in a 
dream, and not until she was on her way to Mem- 
phis, could she realize she was a bride. 

The house to which she was taken was a pic- 
turesque Gothic cottage, in the suburbs of Mem- 
phis. Her life now seemed to be all brightness 
and light. The dark clouds which had shadowed 
the past were passing away, leaving only the 
beautiful silver lining. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A SHADOW. 
•* The little rift within the lute." 

The bright spring days passed swiftly on, 
and Aline was once more beginning to look 
upon the bright side of life. The dark past 
she was learning to forget in the bright promi- 
ses of the future. 

One day her husband came home from his 
office, and said, in a careless manner: 

" By the way, we are to have a visitor. My 
cousin, Philip Vinton, is coming here to-pior- 
row," and he added, laughingly, "I do not want 
you to fall in love with him, Aline, for he is a 
very fascinating fellow." 

When he returned next day, he brought the 
expected cousin with him. Something in his 
haughty face attracted Aline, and seemed famil- 
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iar to her, though she could not recall where 
she had seen it. There was a weary expression 
on his face, as though tired of the world's busy 
ways. He proved a very entertaining guest, 
and as Aline' s husband was away all day, was 
company for her. One evening he asked her 
to sing, and going to the piano, she chose the 
song, "Forever and forever;" when she had 
finished, she looked up and saw his eyes fixed 
upon her, and his voice sounded strange and 
unnatural, as he said: 

" Come out on the veranda; it is warm here." 

Glancing through the open door, she saw 

her husband busily engaged in writing, and 

rising, she threw a shawl over her shoulders 

€uid went out. 

Speaking in an excited manner, he began: 
"Something in your singing to-night, has 
brought up the past so vividly, that I can keep 
silence no longer. Your words recalled scenes 
that I thought long ago forgotten, and if you 
care to hear a life's story, I will tell you mine. 
Tears ago I met and loved a beautiful girl. 
We were married, and for a year lived happily. 
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and then," here his face grew set and stem, "I 
played the part of a villain. Her. slightest fault 
I made a glaring offense, and every way I could, 
I wounded that trusting, loving heart. Then 
came a never-to-be-forgotten day. I left her a 
cold, heartless letter, bidding her farewell forever, 
and from that day to this, I have never looked 
upon her face. Too late I learned how dear 
she was to me, and I have made all efforts to 
find her, and seek her pardon, but in vain. I 
know she loved me, but I was not deserving of 
her love. Poor, trusting lone." 

In Aline's bewildered mind, a light was 
dawning, and hearing the name lone, she cried 
excitedly: 

"lone; oh, surely, it must be lone. Your 
story and hers are both the same, and now I 
know where I have seen your face before," and 
she proceeded to tell him her story. 

When she had finished, he said: 

"I know it must be lone. Oh, if I only 
could fly to her!" and turning to Aline, he 
grasped her hand eagerly, and asked: 

"And you know where she is? I can hardly 
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Mrait to go to her, and tell her how I regret the 
past." 

Just then a shadow fell upon the porch, and 
Aline looking up, saw her husband standing 
in the open door, a displeased look upon his 
face. He had just caught the word love, and 
seen him grasp Aline's hand. A sickening sen- 
sation crept over him, and the thought that 
Aline was false to him, flashed through his 
mind. 

As she looked into his face, her heart throbbed 
in a frightened manner, though she was not 
guilty of anything wrong. Turning to her com- 
panion, she bade him "good-night," with an 
effort, and entered the house. She was too 
proud to say anything, and his cold silence was 
worse than words could have been to her. She 
felt that he distrusted her, and thought her 
false to him, and still her lips were sealed, and 
the gulf grew larger day by day. She carefully 
avoided Philip Vinton after this, and did not 
give him any chance to speak to her; for though 
she felt she had done nothing to merit her hus- 
band's coldness, she thought that to try and 
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explain would only make matters worse, for she 
knew his nature only too well. So she waited 
patiently, hoping that all would be right in 
the end. 

One calm, still evening she was sitting upon 
the porch, listening to the notes of a bird, softly 
floating on the balmy spring air. Something 
turned her thoughts back to her early days, 
and that evening, when she sat in the far-a-way 
west, thinking how full of trouble the world 
was. She did not realize then the changes that 
the fleeting years would bring. 

"I thought I knew sorrow then, but I am 
more unhappy now," she murmured; "not a 
year a wife, and my husband distrusting and 
doubting me. I am so lonely and heartsick 
to-night. My life has been made up of shadow 
and sunshine, but in the future I see more 
shadow then I do sunshine." 

She sat unconscious, until a light touch fell 
upon her shoulder, and looking up, she saw 
Philip Vinton beside her. She started up, and 
he, seeing her evident distress, said kindly: 

" Do not look so annoyed. I am going away 
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in the morning. I tried to explain to your 
husband, but you know his nature as well as I 
do. I am so unhappy about what has hap- 
pened, that I think it is better for me to go 
away, so I came to bid you good-bye." 

Aline looked into his face, and said, in a low 
voice: 

"I am sorry to have you leave in this way, 
but, as you say, it will be better. Oh, my 
friend, you can not know how unhappy this 
makes me." 

"Poor Aline," he said, gently, putting his 
hand on her hair. "I wish I could help you, 
but my presence here only makes matters 



worse." 



Neither of them saw a form come up the 
path, and they did not know any one was pres- 
ent, until a calm voice said: 

"Pardon my interrupting your conversation, 
but I think this is not exactly the proper posi- 
tion for my wife to assume. Aline," turning 
to her, "I will escort you into the house." 

Aline's face flushed painfully, and she turned 
to her companion, saying in a quiet voice: 
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"I will bid you good-bye now. I presume 
I will not see you again before you go," and 
she held out her hand to him. 

He took it in silence, and as she entered the 
house, he turned to her husband to say some- 
thing in explanation, but one look at his cold 
face, and he turned away without a word. 

When Aline entered the parlor, she sank 
into a chair, and putting her hands over her 
eyes to hide the slow tears, sat awaiting the 
entrance of her husband. She did not hear his 
step upon the carpet, and did not know he was 
present, until she heard a low laugh, and a 
scornful voice say: 

"Very well played, indeed, but you must 
take an easier person to deceive than I am; and 
now if you will be kind enough to explain the 
position in which I discovered you, I shall be 
much obliged to you," and folding his arms, 
he stood awaiting her reply. 

"Oh, Gerald, how can you be so heartless 
and cruel," she cried. " You know I love you, 
and you alone, and yet you torture me thus." 

With a cold laugh, he answered: 
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"Do not attempt any dramatics. I know 
rou are a very good actress, but I want you to 
mswer me now." 

" I have answered you all there is to answer," 
he said, wearily, " and if you disbelieve me, I am 
,t a loss what to say." 

" But I say you must, and shall tell me. If 
'^ou have done nothing to merit my anger, why 
lo you refuse to tell me?" he asked. 

At the word " must," Aline's Southern blood 
ired, and raising her head with a haughty ges- 
ture, she said, proudly: 

" I will not allow any one to say must to me. 
[ have tried to convince you that I am telling 
jTou nothing but the truth, and if you do not 
believe me, I can say no more." 

" Then you refuse to answer me ? " he asked. 

"I have answered all I can," she replied, 
"and I think there is no need of prolonging 
this interview." 

" One word more," he said, slowly. " I have 
been bitterly disappointed in you, and this one 
act has broken all my trust and confidence in 
you." 
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Eaising her head with a haughty gesture, 
she answered, in a calm voice: 

"If you have been disappointed in me, I 
have been, doubly so in you. I have neither 
father, mother, brother, nor sister. I have seen 
sorrow and trouble nearly all my life, and now 
you are causing me more unhappiness than all 
else. I think we both have made a great mis- 
take, in thinking we could ever live happily 
together; and now that it is too late, we see it" 

"You are already regretting the step which 
you made in marrying me, then?" he asked. 

"If it is all to be like this, I am," she an- 
swered, gravely. 

"Very well, then;" and he walked quickly 
from the room. When she was alone. Aline sank 
back, and hiding her eyes with her hands to con- 
ceal the bitter, burning tears, she moaned: 

" Oh, misery ! Nothing but sorrow and unhap- 
piness in this life ! I feel so discouraged and 
lonely. Oh, happy childhood's days, gone, never 
to return! Only to return to them, and live over 
the innocent hours, and then — die. I have noth- 
ing to make me happy; nothing but strife to 
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x>ntend with, from my eaxly childhood. Shadows 
md darkness have been my portion all through 
ife, with here and there a gleam of sunshine to 
)righten for an hour years of weary pain! " and 
inking down upon the floor, she buried her face 
n the cushions and sobbed bitterly. 

When Gerald Leigh returned to the parlor, he 
leard a stifled sob, and going softly to the door, 
ooked into the darkening room and saw dimly 
Lline's white-clad form. The low sobs touched 
ds heart, and for a moment a softer expression 
lame over his stem face. It quickly faded away, 
lowever, and he went out upon the veranda, and, 
ighting a cigar, saf down. His heart was still 
lard towards her; no pity for her loneliness, only 
mger and hardness that she should thus deceive 
lim. 

So the young couple lived apart under the 
lame roof. Day by day they drifted away from 
)ach other, and the gulf grew larger. People 
sailed them a model couple; but they did not 
mow the aching heart Aline carried. 

Thus the summer waned, autumn passed cdud 
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the winter was nearly gone, and still the clond 
rested upon Aline^s happiness. At times her 
burden seemed greater than she could bear, and 
every long, weary day was the same. A dark 
shadow rested upon her wherever she went 
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CHAPTER XVL 

A BARRIER. 

"Alas ! how slight a cause may move 
Dissentioa between hearts that love." 

It was now April, and the green grass was 
peeping from under the snows in colder climates, 
while it was as warm and pleasant as summer in 
Memphis. The days passed wearily to Aline, 
and she and her husband were yet estranged. 
One day, while sitting silently in the parlor, a 
letter was brought in and handed her. Opening 
it, she saw it was from Philip Vinton. It was a 
friendly letter, thanking her for her information, 
and telling of his happy reunion with lone. As 
she finished reading, the letter dropped unheeded 
into her lap, and gazing out through the open 
window, she murmured dreamily : 

"Dear lone! I am happy that she is once 



132 A SILYEB BAY. 

more with her husband. How I would like to see 
her. She and I have had strange lives. God 
grant she may find more happiness in her new 
life than I have in mine." 

The next day was Easter Sunday, and Aline, 
sitting in church, felt her heart grow kinder 
towards her husband than it had yet, as she 
listened to the impressive sermon. Walking by 
his side on the return home, she never forgot that 
fair Easter day. It was engraved on her memory, 
and never would be effaced until life itself should 
end. The soft spring air touched with a caress- 
ing motion her cheek, and sent the blood bound- 
ing through her veins. The sun shone brightly 
and a few light fleecy clouds floated in the calm, 
blue sky. Aline, glancing at her husband's face, 
checked the words that arose to her lips, and 
turned away with a sigh. Ah, if' she had put 
aside her pride and spoken the words which trem- 
bled on her lips, she would have changed the 
current of both her life and his. 

When she entered the parlor, she saw the 
letter, which she had carelessly left lying on the 
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table. His quick eye saw it also, and as she 
picked it up, he said, quietly: 

"Whom is your letter from? " 

Aline was silent a moment, then answered, 
calmly : 

"From Philip Vinton." 

ffis face flushed; then, taking a step towards 
her, he said, authoritatively: 

"Let me see it." 

Her face flushed, not so much at the words as 
at the tone in which they were uttered; and lift- 
ing her head proudly, she answered: ' 

"It can not possibly interest you." 

" Do you intend to let me see it ? " he asked, 
Iiolding out his hand for the letter. 

" No, I do not," she replied, tearing the letter 
into pieces and throwing them through the open 
wdow where the spring breeze caught and 
carried them in all directions. 

His face grew white with anger, and taking a 
8tep towards her, he grasped her arm, saying, in 
a voice choked with passion : 

"Take care how you provoke me. I have 
borne a great deal from you, and when you 
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openly defy me, as you have to-day, I am not 
responsible for anything I may say." 

With a scornful laugh, Aline replied: 

" If you think I fear you, you are mistaken. 
I will openly defy anyone, who speaks to me in 
the manner you have just done." 

" You must have a great deal of love for me," 
he retorted, bitterly. 

" As much as you have for me," she answered. 

He turned quickly away, and Aline, after 
looking at him a moment, said quietly: 

"I think it is impossible for us to live 
happily together. I see nothing in the future, 
but unhappiness and sorrow. We can not keep 
always concealed, the trouble in our home. 
Sooner or later, it will be found out, and I think 
life will be a great deal more endurable for us 
both, if our paths lie in different directions." 

She was startled at the white, set face he 
turned towards her, as he asked hoarsely: 

"Aline, do you really mean what you say?" 

"I do," she answered calmly, though her 
heart was breaking. 

"Then I have nothing more to say, but 
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remember, you are bringing this all on yourself. 
It is harder for me, than it is for you. Tou 
never loved me in the first place, and I was 
foolish to think you did. Tou have wrecked my 
life, and I wish I had never seen your fair, false 
face. 'May God forgive you, for I never can," 
and turning, he walked from her, out into the 
gathering darkness, and she knew it was forever. 

With an aching heart she sat down, as if 
dazed with her sorrow. Then suddenly realizing 
her position, she clasped her throbbing brow 
with her trembling hands, and said, in a low, 
husky voice: 

" Gone. Lost to me forever. Oh, I can not 
live without him. Oh, pitying Heaven, how can 
I live on, year after year, and never see his face 
again. Never to hear his voice. The thought 
will drive me mad, for in spite of all, I love him 
better than my life itself ! " 

The long night passed away, and Aline lay 
with open eyes, staring vacantly into the 
darkness, trying to instill the thought that he 
had left her forever into her mind. The 
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morning dawned, gray and cloudy, and she arose, 
feeling so tired and discouraged with all this 
strife, that she could only wish for death to come, 
and relieve her of all this load of woe. 

"So like my life," she murmured, sadly, 
" gray and shadowed with dark, lowering clouds, 
the sun seems hidden forever. What have I 
done to be thus punished. I have committed no 
crime, and yet again I have done no good. I 
have not made any life brighter, when I could. 
Help me, oh my Father, to bear this cross which 
has become a burden to me. Give me strength 
and power to devote my wretched life to some 
good purpose, which shall carry my thoughts 
away from the dark past. I am weak and erring, 
I know, and thou alone canst help me. In thy 
mercy and goodness I trust" 

Sinking upon her knees, she buried her' face 
in her hands, and low, bitter sobs came from her 
trembling lips. For a long time she remained 
motionless, and then she arose and walked 
wearily into the parlor. A folded note lay upon 
the table, and snatching it up she read: 
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Aline: 

Your own words have just confirmed what your 
actions long ago proved. I am aware of your motives now, in 
marrying me. My property, and it is not much now, is placed 
at your disposal, and that you may lead a happy life, is my 
earnest wish. My life it matters not much, and as I have said 
once before, may God forgive you for the wreck you have 
made of one life. Farewell, G. L. 

Carefully reading / the note, she went to 
the grate, and holding the paper over the fire, 
she watched it bum until it fell, a little heap of 
white ashes, then she turned, and walking over 
to the table, sat down, bowing her head upon her 
hands. 

The sun came shining in through the window, 
and fell upon her golden hair, lighting it to fire; 
then it went slowly out, as if reluctant to leave 
her alone, and for a long time the room was in 
gloom, when suddenly, without warning, it burst 
into a perfect glory, seeming to rest upon her 
head with a lingering, caressing touch. It seemed 
an emblem of her life, though now the shadows 
hovered over her, Ailing her heart with gloom. 

She raised her head, and with a firm step 
crossed the room, and opening the window to let 
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in the balmy air, said, in a calm voice, with a 
determined look in her eyes: 

" From this day out I begin a new life. I have 
buried the past, and I am again Aline Bivers, all 
alone, left to struggle with fate. That I may be 
successful, God himself knows; and life is short 
at the longest I may live many years yet," and 
here her face grew set and pale, though she strove 
to conceal her emotion — " and all this time I 
must walk alone through life. Happiness is 
not for me, and God help me to forget the bitter, 
bitter past." 

She quietly went about her duties, and any 
one seeing her would not have guessed the 
aching heart she carried. When the evening 
shadows fell, she went, and, seating herself at the 
piano, commenced one of her husband^s favorite 
pieces. Soft and tremulous the plaintive words 
rose in the air. Sometimes her voice choked and 
almost failed her. All the evening she sat there, 
and when at last she sought her couch, an ob- 
server, looking at her, would have thought her 
slumber peaceful and quiet. But sleep never 
visited her eyes that night With a heart too 
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fuU of anguish, it seemed to her that sleep would 
never again visit her weary eyes, and she lay 
motionless, trying to still the sorrow which was 
wearing her life away. 

Hers was a pecuUar nature, suffering on in 
silence, making no complaint, but striving to hide 
her trouble from the world. So passed away the 
lonely night; and the morning dawned, bringing 
another weary day to toil through. 
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CHAPTER XVTL 

REVEALED THROUGH A MIST. 

"The mist that seems oft so heavy, 
Some ray of sunshine reveals; 
The heart that appears oft the coldest, 
Some hidden sweetness conceals.** 

When the story got abroad, that Aline was 
deserted by her husband, her friends and acquaint- 
ances all crowded to see her and o£fer consola- 
tion, expecting jo find a heart-broken woman ; but 
she received them so calmly, and was so distant 
and reserved, that they did not come again. Very 
soon whispers began to reach her ears, and some 
of her heretofore warmest friends passed her by 
without speaking to her. She was puzzled at first, 
and then the truth dawned upon her. She was 
utterly indifferent to their opinions. Laughing 
scornfully to herself, she said: 

" What do I care for them ? When I was 
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prosperous and happy, they were my friends ; 
now they turn against me." 

But another trouble dawned upon her. Her 
eyes, which for some time had been troubling l^er, 
were rapidly failing, and in alarm she consulted a 
famous doctor; and after various remedies, which 
proved all in vain, learned the terrible truth, that 
nothing could save her sight. In silence she 
heard the fatal words, and when he had finished, 
she said, quietly: 

" Then there is no help? " 

" I do not wish to give you false hopes," the 
physician, a fatherly man, answered, kindly, 
" and my dear young lady, there is no possible 
hopes of saving your sight. But do not be dis- 
couraged, for there are a great many kindly and 
useful things, that you can do in the world yet." 

"Yes, I know," she answered; "but how 
much happier I should feel if you had told me 
I was on the verge of the grave. I may live 
to be old and helpless, and nothing but a bur- 
den upon some one;* or," she added, bitterly, 
"I may lie in a pauper's grave, for I have no 
one to whom I can turn for help." 
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" Poor child," he said, kindly, " your burden 
is hard to bear," and as he watched her walk 
away, there was something in her carriage that 
pneyented him from saying anything more. 

Walking home, Aline threw herself on the 
sofa as she entered the parlor, crying out: 

'•Oh, my God! how can I live. Friendless 
and alone, with no one to help me, and, worse 
than all else, blind. May God help me, for, 
sooner or later, I shall be guilty of self-des- 
truction. I may live years yet, and oh, pitying 
Heaven, what a life!" 

Arising, she went over to where her hus- 
band'8 picture, a large painting, was hanging, 
draped with lace. Pushing aside the clusteriog 
folds, she gazed at the familiar features with 
eyes that could only see through a mist. Draw- 
ing nearer, she said, in a husky voice: 

"Oh, Gerald, I am deprived the pleasure of 
seeing even your dear, pictured face. Never to 
see you again, never to hear the sound of your 
voice, separated from you forever, I can not 
live. Oh, Father," sinking down upon her 
knees, "my load of woe is greater than I can 
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bear. Have mercy upon me, and let my wrecked, 
worthless life, end." 

Was that despairing, passionate prayer an- 
swered? Did it find its way up through the 
clear, starlight heavens to One who afflicts his 
children, so they grow faint and weary, and 
then leads them safely out of all danger, into 
a blessed haven of rest! 

A great calm fell upon Aline, and she arose, 
and sitting down, thought over her situation. 
A sudden thought came to her, and going to her 
desk, she brought out paper and envelopes, and 
lighting a lamp, sat down, and began a letter 
to her old music teacher. It was a laborious 
task for her, even to write a few lines, for it 
strained her eyes so, and with a sigh of relief, 
she sealed the letter. Early the next morning, 
it was on its way to New York. Impatiently 
she waited, and in about a fortnight the answer 
came, stating that he had obtained a situation 
for her to sing at a good salary. She possessed 
a beautiful soprano voice, which had been care- 
fully cultivated, and it was upon this her 
thoughts had turned, when she learned that 
she Jnu9t walk in darkness all her life. 
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It did not take her long to prepare for the 
journey, and as the train rolled out of the sta- 
tion, with her face pressed against the car win- 
dow, she murmured, sadly: 

" Farewell, dear Southern home! Under your 
sunny skies I have known my greatest joy and 
sorrow. Under them I have found my strongest 
ties, and alas! I have broken them, and it is 
beneath your green, waving grass, I shall sleep 
when all is over. Farewell for years, and per- 
haps forever." 

Sinking back in her seat, and leaning her 
head against the cushions, her thoughts wan- 
dered back over the past, and to her future. 
She wondered if it would bring her anything 
but sorrow, or if it would divert her miiid from 
painful thoughts. 

She attracted a great deal of attention on 
the cars. So young, so fair, and blind. Many 
kindly and pitying glances were directed towards 
her and her attendant. The doctor, of whom 
we have spoken, would not leave her until he 
had seen her safe in New York, where, with 
kind wishes, he left her. 
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CHAPTER XVin. 



BEMOBSE. 



Time's waves, despite their angry strife, 
Might yet cast on life's shore a gem for me.' 



When Gerald Leigh left Aline, it was with a 
heart full of anger, and he meant never to look 
upon her face again. Hardly knowing what he 
was doing, he found himself on board the train 
and bound for New Orleans. When he grew 
calmer and stopped to think, he realized that he 
had been more in fault than Aline. After linger- 
ing some time in New Orleans, he resolved to 
return to her and atone for his folly. He cursed 
his fiery temper and jealous nature, and, as he 
thought of all the misery and trouble she had 
known and how harsh and unkind he had been to 
her, he murmured in remorseful tones: 

"Poor little Aline! If my kindness in the 

lO 
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future can atone for the past, it will be more than 
I deserve." 

When he reached Memphis, he hurriedly left 
the station and went to his home. It was dark 
when he reached the house, and he quickly 
entered. No one was there to welcome him. All 
was dark and cold. Lighting a lamp, he tried to 
find some trace of Aline, but in vain. Her pic- 
ture still hung upon the wall, smiling down upon 
him in all her fair young beauty. He saw, when 
it was too late, how unkind he had been. 

"Oh, Aline! If I could only see you once 
again," he murmured. " I see, when it is too 
late, how dear you are to me, and my own folly 
and selfishness." 

But the pictured face answered him not, and 
he turned slowly away. All inquiries and at- 
tempts to find her proved in vain, and at last he 
left Memphis. After wandering around the world 
for some time, he finally settled in Florence, 
where he resolved to wait quietly, hoping to find 
some trace of Aline. 

The coming of such a handsome young man as 
Mr. Leigh created quite an excitement among the 
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eligible young ladies of Florence ; and if he paid 
a little more attention to one than to another, the 
whole subject for conversation was the " engage- 
ment." But among all the gaiety and pleasure, 
there was constantly before him the picture of his 
fair, golden-haired wife. He could see the pained 
look in her eyes when she first knew that he dis- 
trusted her, and sometimes in the midst of bril- 
liant conversation the thought filled his heart 
with such pain that he could scarcely control 
himself. Thus, day after day passed rapidly 
away, and no trace was found of Aline. 

He at last decided to leave Florence, and the day 
before his departure attended a reception at Mrs. 
Colonel Bivers' stately home. The wily woman 
had decided that the wealthy Mr. Leigh would be 
a fitting match for her daughter Ella, and as he 
had been rather attentive to her of late, proposed 
to give a reception, hoping to bring him to the 
point then. 

She was all smiles and amiability, and con- 
trived that he and Ella should be alone together 
the latter part of the evening. 

They were sitting in a secluded corner, look- 
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ing over a photograph album, when he came sud- 
denly across the picture of Aline. A sudden 
pallor was all that showed he recognized it. 
Turning to Ella, he asked, quietly: 

«Is this a friend of yours?" 

Glancing at it, she shrugged her shoulders, 
saying, carelessly: 

"No; it is no relative of mine. Unfortunately 
she was the daughter of Colonel Rivers, but in 
spite of her name, disgraced it She was accused 
of her father's murder, but escaped, and no one has 

heard of her since. She was willful and head- 

« 

strong, and made our life very unhappy." 

" She has a beautiful face," said Gerald, scan- 
ning it closely. " It does not look like that of a 
bad person: One can not but admire her." 

Looking at him closely, Ella said, jealously: 
"Pshaw! Mr. Leigh, you are not in love 
with the pretty face of an adventuress, and 
worse than that, a girl with the stain of mur- 
der resting on her name." 

Stung to the quick by her words, he said, 
quickly: 

"I am in love, as you term it, but with a 
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pure and innocent girl, and one whom you are 
trying to injure by your cruel worda. You 
know perfectly well that Aline Bivers was 
proved innocent of the charge preferred against 
her. She is as much above you as a pure lily 
is above a gaudy tulip, and she is what you 
would not have disdained to be, my loved 

"Tour wife?" she laughed, mockingly; "that 
sounds likely." 

" I will bid you good-evening," he said, ris- 
ing, "for if I remain here longer, I shall say 
something that I shall regret," and bowing 
coldly, he left the room. 

With a heart full of anger, he walked rapidly 
to his rooms, and began packing, to leave in the 
morning. Going to the window, he looked out 
into the clear starlight, murmuring: 

" What is life to me without her. Ah, Aline, 
where are you to-night. Perhaps alone, and in 
want If I could only recall the past, I would 
give half my life. I will go away, and see if I 
can not forget this all. Life is all one feverish 
dream, and, well, it is short at the longest" 
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The next morning he left Florence, and 
roamed all over the world. Still the months 
rolled on, and he heard nothing of Aline. It 
seemed as though she was lost to him forever; 
yet through all, some faint hope remained in his 
heart, that they would be reunited. 
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CHAPTER XrX. 



SUNSHINE AND SHADOWS. 



**The sweetest draught contains a bitter, 
A cloud will come o'er the brightest sky." — A, W. O. 

The music-loving people of New York, were 
all in a flutter of excitement over the wonderful 
singer, who was to make her appearance among 
them shortly. It was so romantic. She was so 
young, and blind, and no one knew from whence 
she came. She was enshrouded in such a 
delightful mystery, and nothing could be learned 
of her, not even her name. The name on the 
bills was Elsie Templeton, and that was all they 
could learn. 

When the night came, the Opera House was 
filled from pit to gallery, and all waited with 
breathless interest the appearance of the fair, 
young singer. When the great drop-curtain 
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slowly rolled up, a slender form, clad in snowy 
white, with golden hair floating over her 
shoulders, came slowly forward, and stood a 
moment in silence. They saw a pale, delicate 
face, with white drooped eyelids, and a sad 
expression to her mouth. There was a moments 
silence, then the sweet, clear voice, accompanied 
by the low wail of the orchestra, floated over the 
house. By some coincidence it happened to be 
the same piece she had sung so long ago, and 
when the last, sad notes had died away, there 
were tears in the eyes of nearly all present 
Applause could be read in the moist eyes and 
expressive faces, and a perfect shower of flowers 
were hurled at her feet. Her first appearance 
had met with success, and the next morning ihe 
papers were filled with brilliant accounts of the 
beautiful young singer, her grace and beauty, 
and her peculiar style of dress. It was always 
noticed that on the stage, she wore purest white, 
while on the street and in other places, she 
dressed in deepest mourning. 

Aline smiled with a weary sigh when she 
heard their praises, saying to herself : 
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" How little they know what my life has been. 
They can not guess what an aching heart I carry 
when I sing before them. Oh, if I could only 
exchange places with any of them, how gladly I 
would. I feel my loneliness now more than ever; 
but, after all, I must take the bitter with the 
sweet, and clouds with the sunshine." 

She sang her engagement in New York, and 
tiien traveled and sang in all the large cities. 
Her name became known all over, and wherever 
she sang, a crowded house was sure to greet her. 

Her manager at length proposed a trip to 
Europe, and Aline arranged to go. Having heard 
of a famous European doctor, she still had some 
hopes of recovering her sight; and the name of the 
blind singer had become so famous in her native 
oo,mt, th.t ,h. had become imbiM ^ . de»r<, 
to visit the homes of the old masters, and now the 
long-wished-f or opportunity presented itself. 

When she was on board the ship, and felt the 
rocking of the blue, dancing waves beneath her 
a light feeling came into her heart, and once more 
she felt as though life might contain some hidden 
brightness after all. She could not quite forget, 
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though. There is no grief, however deep, that 
will continue with the same crushing force all 
through life that it had when it jfirst descended 
upon us. There will be the scar left long after 
the wound has healed, and it may remain all 
through life; .but the first bitter, stinging grief 
it is impossible to feel always. 

Aline attracted a great deal of attention during 
the voyage, but she was very reticent, and made 
but very few acquaintances, though nearly all on 
board would have paid homage to the fair young 
singer. Thus the voyage passed, pleasantly, but 
quietly. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

A DARK CLOUD. 

"For like a cloud, upon the sea, 
That darkens till you find no shore, 
So was the face of life to me." 

Aline's first act when she arrived in Europe 
was to consult the physician about her eyes. 
After a careful examination, he decided that, by a 
dangerous operation, her sight could be restored. 

" But," he added, gravely, " it may prove fatal ; 
and after all, life is better without sight than to 
be cut off by death in our prime." 

"I prefer the operation, by all means," said 
Aline, quietly. " Life is not so dear to me that I 
fear anything which may restore my sight." 

" Very well," he answered; "you have a won- 
derful constitution, and we will trust in God's 
mercy and goodness." 
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After the operation had been performed 
and the bandages remoYed from Aline's 
eyes and she saw the blessed sunlight once more, 
her heart oYerflowed with gratitude, and a grate- 
ful, heartfelt prayer broke from her lips. She 
was growing gentler, kinder and more patient 
with her fate, and beginning to see that, by trust- 
ing in God, she was being led away from the 
path of thorns which her weary feet tad been 
treading so long, into paths strewn with flowers, 
though occasionally a thorn would pierce her feet 
and cause a moment^s pain; but patience and for- 
bearance conquered all this. 

When her eyes rested upon the towering 
mountains, the dark blue sky and the broad 
expanse of water, rolling away like a mirror, she 
clasped her hands in ecstacy, and exclaimed: 

" Oh, Father, I thank thee for thy kindness. I 
thank thee for the priYilege thou hast bestowed 
upon me, in giYing me the pleasure of seeing 
once more this beautiful work of thine. I haYe 
been weak and sinful; I am weak and erring still; 
but thou canst look down upon and help me to 
proYe my gratitude. Guide and direct me to 
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the right path, and help me to do good unto 
others." 

Her first appearance there was not greeted as 
rapturously as in New York. She sang her best, 
but a pang of disappointment went to her heart, 
and the bitter tears welled up into her eyes. She 
felt lonely, for among them all she was the only 
American, and she saw the dark eyes of some of 
the Spanish beauties fixed upon her with anything 
but a friendly light in their slumberous depths. 
She sang, however, and fulfilled her engagement 
without a single failure, until one night near the 
close, when she went on to sing, she took in the 
whole house with one sweeping glance. Suddenly 
she glanced at a private box, and caught her breath 
with a gasp of fear. Surely she had seen that 
cold, cruel face before. It had lingered with her 
through all the sorrow and darkness of the past 
Just now it was looking at her with such a 
triumphant, leering expression, that it made her 
shudder. She caught her breath and tried to 
sing; then her voice died away in a miserable 
quaver, and reeling to one side, she would have 
fallen had not the manager, seeing something 



158 A SILYEB BAY. 

was wrong, come to her aid, and caught her in his 
arms just as she was about to fall. The curtain 
dropped, and turning to her startled companion, 
she cried: 

" Let me go away from here. I shall die if I 
have to stay any longer. Oh, take me away, if 
you have any pity! " 

He went out and explained to the surprised 
audience, that Miss Templeton was not feeling 
well, and would not appear again that night. 
The house was soon emptied, and the wondering 
people went away. The last one to leave was the 
woman whom Aline had seen in the private box, 
and, as she left, a peculiar smile lit up her face. 

When Aline gained her room, she threw her- 
self on the couch, crying: 

."Am I never to have any peace from that 
woman? She has followed me here only to dis- 
grace me. What have I ever done to her, or hers, 
that I should be made to thus suffer? I feel that 
fate is against me again." 

c 

Arising, she was seized with a nervous fear. 
She trembled and glanced into the darkened 
corners, at the slightest sound. Catching down a 
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dark dress, she hastily donned it, and wrapping a 
shawl around her shoulders, went out into the 
street. Walking swiftly along, she heeded not 
the flight of time, and before she knew it, was 
far from the city. In alarm, she turned and 
retraced her steps. As she was passing the poor- 
est part of the city, she heard the fresh, sweet 
tones of a child, singing some plaintive ballad, 
accompanied by a violin. With a pitying heart 
she drew near the sounds, and found a girl of 
perhaps twelve years, leading a blind father. 
Putting her hand into her pocket, she drew forth 
a small roll of bills, which she placed in the thin 
little hand, and, not heeding the earnest blessings 
that were showered upon her, hurried away: 

" I think I am wretched," she murmured, as 
she walked back; "but I begin to see dimly, as 
through a mist, the blessings I have had, while 
others know nothing but sorrow and misery all 
their lives; yet I feel as though alone, upon a 
dark sea, with nothing to guide me." 

Tired and weary, she at length reached her 
room, where, throwing herself upon the bed, she 
sank into a deep sleep, from which she did not 
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awaken until late the next morning. Her sleep 
was broken and troubled by feverish dreams, and 
she felt unrefreshed and discouraged when she 
arose. Hastily rising, she hxirriedly prepared for 
rehearsal, and wended her way to the theater. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

aline's friend. 

" Oh, love, if you had loved me more, 
Or I could love you less ! " 

Making some explanation to the manager, for 
the previous night, she rehearsed with more care 
than she had yet, and going back had just time 
to prepare for the evening's performance. 

She dressed with greatest care, and after her 
arrival at the theater, found that it lacked ten 
minutes of the time for her to sing. It seemed 
as though the time would never pass away; and 
with a beating heart she stepped out upon the 
stage. There was a moment's silence as she 
appeared before the brilliantly lighted house, 
followed by a low hiss, which grew louder and 
more insulting. She stood a moment, as if trans- 
fixed ; then reeled from tixe stage and into thQ 
II 
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green-room, where the astonished manager cried 
out : 

" For Heaven's sake, Miss Templeton, what is 
the meaning of this ? " 

" Oh, I do not know ; I can not think," she 
answered, pressing her hands to her heart. " I only 
want to get away from here, and from all eyes." 

Calling her carriage, she entered, and was 
driven to her hotel. Throwing her cloak on a 
couch as she entered, she sank into a chair, rest- 
ing her head on the table, and tried to think 
what it all meant She was so weary of strug- 
gling against fate, that it seemed to her aching 
heart as though she could never have the courage 
and strength to face the world again. She was 
dazed at the way in which the public had received 
her, and could not think what it meant. Hour 
after hour passed, and still she sat motionless, 
her head resting on her arms. Suddenly through 
the still air came the plaintive notes of a harp, 
accompanied by a voice. The words were the same 
her mother used to sing to her in the far-away 
Southern home. She but dimly remembered 
them, but now they came over her with added 
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force, and a sharp pain surged through her heart 
liaising her head, she listened intently, and as 
the familiar air turned her thoughts back to her 
early home, she pressed her hand on her heart, 
and the cry, " Mother, oh, mother ! " broke from 
her lips. The sound of weeping filled the room, 
and in a choked voice she said: 

" AK, if I could only go back to those happy 
days, I would give half my life. What a change 
—Then and Now ! " 

A sudden longing to again see her home came 
over her. The desire grew upon her, and at the 
end of the week she had secured her state-room, 
and was ready to go. In vain the manager im- 
plored her to stay and fulfill her engagement, 
and show the public she was not to be frightened. 
She was longing for the time when she could 
once more step upon her native land. 

As she stood on deck and watched the last an- 
chor weighed, and the steamer began to move, a 
breath of relief passed her lips. Turning, she en- 
tered the main saloon and watched the people, some 
of whom were waving a last farewell to friends, 
others, with a tired and weary look, as though 
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traveling was a trial to them. On board, she had 
noticed a kindly-faced, silver-haired old lady, who 
seemed the special care of a gentleman, of perhaps 
thirty or more. Something in his kindly face 
and the manner in which he cared for the comfort 
of the old lady first attracted Aline's attention to 
him. She judged them to be mother and son, 
from their resemblance to each other. As she 
was passing a sunny corner on the deck, she saw 
the old lady, carefully wrapped in rugs and 
shawls, surrounded by books and papers, sitting 
in a large chair. Catching Aline's eye fixed upon 
her, she motioned for her to come nearer, saying, 
in a sweet voice: 

" Tou are an American, are you not ? Some- 
thing told me you were," and, making room for 
her to sit down, she began to converse with her. 
Aline learned she was going South also. Her 
name was Holmes, and she resided in New Or- 
leans. Her son was a physician, and in her eyes 
he was perfect. 

Looking up. Aline saw him approaching, and 
the mother's eyes lighted up with pride, as she 
said : 
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" Miss Kivers : my son Henry," and, turning 
to him, added : " Are we not fortunate ? Miss 
Rivers is going as far as Memphis, and I declare, 
it seems good to see an American face, and a 
Southern one at that" 

He smiled gravely, answering: "We are, in- 
deed, fortunate," and, turning to Aline, explained: 
"Mother thinks if anyone is a Southerner, they 
must be perfect." 

" One can not help but notice Southern blood," 
his mother proudly remarked. 

The conversation drifted along, and Aline 
thought she had never met a pleasanter, nor more 
intellectual man than Doctor Holmes. He had 
traveled extensively, and met all manner of 
people, and consequently was a polished man ; 
yet his grave, kindly ways prevented him from 
having the weary expression so many assume. 
Perhaps his busy, useful life had something to do 
with it. At heart he was as simple and candid as 
a child. 

The voyage passed pleasantly, and Aline 
was enjoying his acquaintance, when something 
occurred which made it unpleasant One moon- 
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light night she was standing, gazing dreamily out 
over the water, her hand resting on the guards. 
Hearing a step beside her, she turned and saw 
Doctor Holmes standing near. 

" What a beautiful evening," he remarked ; 
" and how lovely the reflection of the moon looks 
upon the water ? " 

"Yes; it is a grand sight," she answered. "I 
have often wished I were an artist, to be able to 
portray the beauties of nature upon canvas." 

"You are a lover of nature, then ?" he asked, 
looking at her. 

' Yes," she replied; " of nature as God made it. 
After it has been touched and remodeled by the 
hand of man, it always loses its charm to me. 
Take, for instance, a stream flowing through green 
fields, and after its channel has been -turned and 
dams built upon it, the native grace is destroyed" 

"Very true," he remarked; "yet our dams 
must be built, and factories and mills erected 
upon their banks, for we must not impede civiliza- 
tion, you know." 

They conversed for some time; then he turned 
to Aline, saying, gravely: 
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" Miss Kivers, this may seem sudden to you, 
after our short acquaintance, but if I waited for 
years I could not love you any better than I 
do now. Dare I hope that my love is recip- 
rocated ? " 

" Doctor Holmes," she faltered, " I am so sorry 
for this ! Believe me; I did not dream that you 
cared for me like this. I cared for you as a 
brother or dear friend, and I am so sorry for this 
unfortunate mistake." 

"Then you can not care for me?" he asked, 
gently. 

"I could not, if it were possible," she an- 
swered, "for I am bound by ties, that nothing 
but death can break, to another." 

" Miss Kivers," he said, holding out his hand, 
"pardon me if I have wounded you to-night 
Believe me, I did not know but what you were 
free, and I hope this will not interfere in our 
friendship." 

"No," she answered, gently, "it will not 
Oh, my friend, I appreciate your generous, 
noble nature, and I am not worthy of it." 

"Do not mention it," he answered; "and 
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now as it is late, allow me to escort you to 
your state room." 

Taking his arm, slie went to her state room, 
and bidding her good-night he left her, and 
went on deck Sitting quietly down he lighted 
a cigar, and after smoking- it, arose and went 
below. As he passed Aline's state room, the 
door was ajar, and he caught a glimpse of a 
form kneeling by the window, her head resting 
on her arms. A low, bitter sob came to his 
ear, and he walked rapidly past the door, a 
nameless pain tugging at his heart His face 
was set and pale, but he said nothing. His 
Was a nature that loves but well, and that love 
was for a lifetime. Aline had found a friend 
whose generous, noble heart was pure gold. 
She had unconsciously caused him pain, yet 
he turned and was a loyal friend to her. Ah, 
that there were more like him. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



FATE OF THE MISSISSIPPI BELLE. 



Clinging to the wave-washed deck, • 

Men and women in wild despair, 
Sent their pleading from off the wreck, 

Shuddering on the startled air." — E. H. Gunnison, 



The long voyage viras nearly over, and they 
were now on board the Mississippi Belle, a 
trim, little steamer, and were rapidly nearing 
their destination. Aline remembered a voy- 
age years before on the same steamer, under 
far different circumstances, but she did not dare 
think of it now. Choking back her emotion, 
she arose and went on deck. A cold, sharp 
wind was beginning to blow; dark clouds 
shrouded the sky in gloom, and the water be- 
neath her looked dark and glassy. 

Wrapping her shawl more closely about her, 
she paced back and forth, and then, tiring of 
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that, leaned against the guards, looking dreamily 
down into the dusky depths. Dr. Holmes com- 
ing from the cabin just then, saw her, and 
watched her a moment in silence. Of what 
was she thinking? Of some far away joy or 
sorrow of the past? The calm face and lowered 
eyelids gave no sign of the tempest raging in 
her heart. Only the sad droop of the mouth, 
and quiet expression of her face, too quiet to 
be real, told of the struggle which she was 
trying to repress. She did not move until a 
gust of wind struck her, then she shivered and 
turned away as if to leave. Looking up, she 
saw his eyes fixed upon her, and coloring deeply, 
she attempted to pass him. 

" Do not let my appearance drive you away, 
Miss Eivers,'' he said, a pained look coming 
over his face. 

Looking at him she saw how pale and thin 
he was, and a sudden pity came into her heart. 
When she answered her voice was low and gen- 
tle. Offering her his arm, which she accepted, 
they walked slowly back and forth, making little 
attempt at conversation. 
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"I suppose you are glad your journey is 
nearly over?" he asked 

"I am both glad and sorry," she replied. 
"I long for a glimpse of familiar scenes once 
more, and yet there is so much sorrow connected 
with them, that it calls up old memories that I 
thought long ago forgotten." 

There was such pathos in her voice, that 
it made his heart ache. He longed to shield 
her from all sorrows and harm, to smooth her 
rough pathway, and make ample recompense 
for the past. But her own words had told him 
that^a barrier lay between them, which nothing 
but death could break. To-morrow, and their 
paths would be far apart; to-night he could 
see her for the last time, perhaps, in years, and 
perhaps forever. As they neared the cabin 
door, she turned to him, saying gently: 

"I suppose we must part here. I want to 
thank you for your kindness in making this 
trip so pleasant for me. In the future we may 
never meet again, and my most earnest wish 
is that you may meet with prosperity and suc- 
cess." 
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His voice trembled slightly, as he answered: 

"Thanks for your kind wishes. I have en- 
joyed your acquaintance, and should we ever 
meet again, I shall be only too happy to see 
you. I hope your future may be a bright one, 
and that whatever shadows may have darkened 
the past, will not dim the bright clouds which 
are in store for you. If you are ever in need 
of a friend, let me know, and I shall be only 
too willing to aid you." 

"I will," she answered, holding out her 
hand; "and now I will say good-bye." 

"Good-bye," he answered, taking her hand 
and raising it to his lips; "and may God bless 
you." 

Too deeply moved to reply, she turned away 
from him and entered the cabin. As she ex- 
pected, it was filled with ladies, and she was 
instantly drawn into conversation. When she 
was in her state room, she drew a breath of 
relief, and hastily prepared for bed. 

Sleep did not come to her eyes for a long 
time, and she lay listening to the dash of waves 
against the side of the boat, thinking of the 
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noble nature of the man she had so uncon- 
sciously wounded. 

She was aroused from a deep sleep about 
midnight, by the sound of excited voices, and 
an unsteady rocking of the boat Springing 
from her berth, she hastily dressed, and made 
her way on deck where a crowd of excited and 
frightened human beings were huddled. Try- 
ing to find the cause of all this commotion, she 
could get only moans and shrieks for an answer. 

The voice of the captain was heard just then, 
loud and clear above all else. 

"Men, if you are men, and not cowards, 
give these helpless women and children aid. 
The boats are being lowered, and with a little 
judgment all lives can be saved." 

Aline learned that the boat had suddenly 
sprung a leak and was rapidly settling. They 
were unable to find where it was, and all they 
could do was to try and save what lives they 
could. The life-boats were lowered, and all 
were gone excepting Dr. Holmes, his mother, 
and Aline. There was just room in the boat 
for two more. One life must be lost it was 
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plain to see. None dare undertake to reach the 
Bhore by swimming this dark, cold nighi To 
attempt it would be certain death. 

"Assist these two ladies into the boat," cried 
the captain, his voice hoarse with excitement, 
"one of us must take our chances." 

Dr. Holmes turned to assist his mother, but 
she was not there, having just entered the cabin 
for something she had forgotten. He quickly 
went into the boat with Aline, supposing his 
mother there, and intending to return and take 
his chances with the waves. The captain seeing 
a vacancy, and supposing all were saved, jumped 
into the boat. Just then a sudden rocking 
warned them to row away. They were obliged 
to pull for their lives, and Dr. Holmes, looking 
at the sinking boat, saw the form of his mother, 
her silver hair blown by the wind, a peaceful . 
look upon her face. A low, bitter groan broke 
from his lips, and he would have leaped into 
the water, but strong hands held him back 
There was a parting of the waters, and the 
doomed Mississippi Belle sank from sight, carry- 
ing with her one soul into eternity. 
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There was sadness in every heart, for all on 

board had known and loved Mrs. Holmes, and 

her death caused a general gloom. Since he 

had seen his mother go down to her death, Dr. 

Holmes had not moved nor spoken, but sat like 

one dazed. 

When they were within a short distance of the 

shore, the storm suddenly broke in all its fury. 

J* 
A floating object struck the boat, upsetting it 

immediately, hurling its occupants into the 

water. Some went down, never to rise again. 

Dr. Holmes felt a stinging pain in his right 

arm, then all was blank. When consciousness 

returned to him, he was lying on the damp, 

cold ground, and after thinking a moment, and 

remembering what had happened, he judged it 

to be the river bank Kising with an effort, 

he caught a glimpse of some one coming towards 

him, but weakness and pain overcame him, and 

he knew no more until he felt a soft hand smooth 

his brow, and heard a low voice ask: 

" Is his arm broken, doctor ? " 

Opening his eyes, he felt a stinging pain in 
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his arm, and dimly saw Aline's face bending over 
him. Catching her words, he feebly asked: 

" Is my arm broken ? " 

The doctor, a middle aged man, answered: 

"Yes, I am afraid it is; and your right arm, 
at that" 

He said nothing, but closed his 'eyes again, 
with a sigh. All through the operation of setting 
it Aline remained with him, and he could feel her 
pitying eyes upon his face, when he could not see 
them. 

The night was so dark that they could do 
nothing but build fires and keep themselves as 
comfortable as possible. Aline's thoughts were 
not pleasant ones, as she lay upon the damp 
earth, that night She was, once more, adrift 
upon the world. Her very clothing had been 
lost; but when she saw some mourning over 
their dead, she felt as though others had burdens 
to bear, as well as herself. Tears filled her eyes 
when she thought of the fate of Mrs. Holmes. 

"Dear old friend," she murmured, "why 
could it not have been I ? Oh, how much longer 
am I to live on in this way ? I can not stand it 
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I can not live this life, which has become so 
unendurable to me. I am so tired, so weary, 
mth this ceaseless staniggle ! I long for rest - 
rest, which is found under the waving grass and 
flowers. How gladly would I have stood in her 
place, to-night, and gone down to an endless 
sleep. God pity and help me ! " 

The wind sobbed pitifully, as though echoing 
her sad words, and the waves dashed against the 
shore as thongh seeking new victims. Thus the 
sad, lonely night wore away, and just as the dawn 
was breaking, a steamer came to relieve them. 
They were taken on board and cared for, and 
upon their arrival at Memphis, kind hearts and 
hands supplied them with the comforts which 
they had lost, and sent them on their different 

routes. 

« 

To Aline, it was like tearing open half -healed 
wounds, to once more visit the old familiar scenes. 
How familiar every thing looked ! There was 
her home, looking a little neglected now. The 
clambering vines about the porch were untrained, 
and left to run over windows and doors in wild 
confusion. In the little summer-house, which 

12 
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Gerald had built for her, there was a hammer 
and nails where he had left them. A pang went 
to her heart, and as tenderly as though they were 
pearls, she selected two of the nails, and took 
them with her. As she passed through the rustic 
gate, she turned and looked back. A bitter cry, 
wrung from the inmost depth of her tortured 
heart, left her lips, and, with eyes blinded by 
tears, she hiirried away. 
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CHAPTER XXTII. 

A GLIMPSE INTO A DRUNKARD'S HOME. 

The sun was shining brightly down upon the 
hospital, in Memphis. The doors were all opened 
to "admit the warm air, and a man, with pale, set 
face, and arm carried in a sling, was pacing back 
and forth with moody brows. His face lighted 
up as a slight form, clad in deep mourning, came 
towards him, saying: 

"How are you feeling this morning, Doctor 
Holmes ? " 

" Better, thank you. Miss Eivers," he an- 
swered. "I shall soon have to be out of this, 
and go to work; for " — bitterly — "I lost eyery- 
thing I possessed, in the sinking of the Missis- 
sippi Belle. I have been dependent, long enough, 
on the kindness of strangers, and I am afraid 
I shall not see my home in many a day ; " and 



180 A SILVER RAY. 

liis brow clouded as he thought what a different 
welcome it would be now, than when the mother, 
who was now sleeping beneath the broad bosom 
of the Mississippi, was there. Aline, quickly 
guessing his thoughts, said, softly: 

"We are both lonely and friendless — both 
alone in the world, to struggle for our daily 
bread; yet there are many more wretched than 
we have ever dreamed ol You are young, and 
the future is still before you; and in time you 
will find life as bright as you once believed it 
to be." 

He looked at her a moment, then Sjaid, quietly: 
" It is very well for you to talk thus. Why, 
then, are you so sad, and always with that weary, 
hopeless expression upon your face? Oh, my 
friend, why will you not trust in me, and let me 
be a friend to you, not in words but in truth. 
Only give me a chance to prove my friendship, is 
all I ^sk." 

Her voice trembled as she answered: 
"I appreciate your friendship, but my past 
life I can not unveil, even to your eyes. It is too 
wretched and void of happiness, for even that 
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Oh, why can not I forget the past. But no, it is 
brought up before me when I strive to forget it." 

The anguish in her voice touched him, and he 
added gently: 

" Forgive me, I would not willingly bring one 
sorrowful thought to your mind. I spoke 
thoughtlessly, not meaning to give you pain." 

" I am nervous and irritable," she said, seeing 
he was hurt, " and am more to blame than you 
were. It is such a lovely morning, that I think 
I shall return immediately. I will come to 
see you again shortly," and waving her hand, 
she disappeared, with a bright look. 

"Such a strange nature," he murmured, 
looking after her, " one moment with such grief 
and sorrow on her face, as to melt a heart of 
stone, the next, laughing as gaily as though 
there was nothing but gaiety and lightness in 
her heart." 

Aline walked rapidly until she reached a 
small cottage, where she was boarding with a 
widow lady, and striving to earn enough to 
keep her from want. She had lost everything, 
excepting her wedding ring, and a plain solitaire 
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diamond, that Gerald had given her shortly after 
they were married. The diamond she had sold, 
but her wedding ring she could not bring 
herself to part with. 

As she entered, Mrs. Stone, her landlady, 
said eagerly; "Oh, Miss Eivers, I am so glad 
you have come. Mrs. Murphy has just been 
over here, and says they are destitute of every- 
thing. Her husband takes all for drink,- and her 
crippled boy is ill, and for two days, she has not 
had a morsel to put between his lips ; but driven 
to it to-day, she came and asked a little aid of 
me." 

Aline's sympathies were aroused, and in- 
quiring about the family, she learned that they 
were in a sad state. Mrs. Murphy was 
a hard-working woman, trying to keep her child, 
a boy of twelve, comfortable, but the father 
seized every cent, and spent it all for strong 
drink. Often he came home intoxicated, and 
beat, not only her, but the crippled boy. It 
was only one of the sad pictures, so common. 

Aline immediately filled a basket with pro- 
visions, and wended her way to a small, wretched 
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house, a little ways from Mrs. Stone 's. Knock- 
ing lightly at the door, it was opened by a thin, 
pale woman, of perhaps forty. When Aline 
made known her errand, the big tears came into 
the faded eyes, and slowly rolled down her 
cheeks. Grasping one small hand in her own, 
coarsened and roughened by toil, she said, in a 
low, grateful tone: 

" God bless you for this deed. He will bless 
you for this kindness you are doing, a thousand- 
fold." 

Aline said nothing, but she felt it was far 
better to give, than to receive. When the poor 
cripple saw her, his face lighted up, and he 
followed her with wistful eyes, wherever she 
went. When she left the humble door, earnest 
blessings followed her, and the promise to come 
again, was obtained from her. 

"I think I am wretched and unhappy," she 
murmured to herself, as she walked homeward; 
"but I do not realize how much more others 
suffer than I do. I try to be patient, and bear 
it. Oh, if I can only forget the past in doing 
good Tinto others. I am impatient, and the path 
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of duty seems hard to tread; but I will try and 
bear it" 

Her's was a peculiar nature indeed. Gentle 
and patient with the suffering, her heart sometimes 
grew hard, when she thought of her own sorrows, 
and she felt rebellious and unhappy. Again, 
when she saw the misery of others, so much 
greater than her own, her conscience reproached 
her for her impatience and longings. If her 
nature had been coarse and commonplace, like 
some others, she would have drifted along 
through life, with no efforts whatever. It is 
those whose natures are deepest, and sorrows 
greater, who keep hidden from all eyes their 
thoughts. It is the shallow, who stand up 
before the world and loudly declare their wrong. 
Ah, what histories are locked so deep from all 
eyes ! what grand, eloquent thoughts, that never 
find utterance! what wondrous songs, left unsung, 
until the heart that throbbed at thought of them 
is still and motionless forever, and the great soul 
is before its Maker ! There, those soul-stirring 
melodies are known in their full value. The world 
forgets them, if, indeed, it ever thought of them 



A GLIMPSE INTO A DRUNKARD'S HOME. 185 

at all; and some person, of genius or fame, may 
stand by their graves, not knowing the narrow 
mound hides a form which once incased a soul 
so much grander than their own, that they would 
be only as a drop in the ocean, if compared 

When Aline reached home, she made known 
the sad scene, and, sitting down, began sewing 
upon some garments for the wretched mother 
and her crippled boy. Her heart ached as she 
thought of those poor cramped limbs, writhing 
under cruel blows from a drunken father's hand, 
while the agonized mother stood by, powerless to 
save him. The thought weighed upon her mind 
until she could not dispel it ; and leaning her 
head back, the tears rolled slowly dpwn her face, 
while she murmured : 

" Poor Willie ! Why is it you are so much 
in my thoughts ? I would willingly give my 
remnant of a life, to see you well and happy, and 
let you know what happiness is. I knew happi- 
ness once ; but," smiling sadly, " it is so long a 
thing of the past, that I can hardly remember it 
now. What a career mine has been, and how 
many different scenes have I visited ! After all 
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my roamings, I shall rest in this smmy land. I 
think my rest will be more peaceful under these 
sunny Southern skies. Here it was that I first 
opened my eyes on the world ; and here I shall 
close them, when life's sun has set." 
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OHAPTEE XXIV. 

DEATH OF WILLIE. 

*'No seas again shall sever, 
No desert intervene ; 
No deep, sad-flowing river 
Shall roll its tide between." 

— Horatus Bonar. 

The next day, Aline, taking something with 
her, started to go and see Mrs. Murphy. As she 
came up the dilapidated steps, the sound of loud 
sobs came to her ear. Reaching the door, she 
knocked, and receiving no answer, entered. The 
house boasted of only one room, with a dark 
closet, which was used as a bedroom. Near a bed, 
upon which lay Willie, knelt Mrs. Murphy, sob- 
bing as though her heart was breaking. Catching 
a glimpse of Aline, she burst into more yet vio- 
lent weeping, and in answer to Aline's inquiries, 
turned back the clothing from his shoulders, 
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showing them to be lifcerally covered with bruises. 
His face was very pale, and he lay with closed 
eyes, scarcely breathing. The poor mother wrong 
her hands and cried, in a frantic way : 

" Oh, Miss Eivers, is he going to die ? He is 
all I have to comfort me, and I can never live 
without him. My poor little crippled boy ! Oh, 
may God punish his unnatural father, for this 
day's work ! " 

Bending over him. Aline caught the sound of 
faint breathing, and immediately began to apply 
restoratives. In a few moments his eyes opened 
and he shrank back with a cry of pain. Seeing 
who ij; was, a smile overspread his face, and reach- 
ing out his hand, he said, faintly: 

" Dear Miss Eivers ; I knew you would come 
and see me. They said you would soon forget 
me ; but I told them you wouldn't." 

Aline's eyes filled with tears, at this faithful 
love, and she asked, softly: 

" Can you move just a little, Willie, so I can 
bathe your shoulder ? " 

With an effort, the child obeyed ; and just 
then there came a knock at the door, and Mrs. 
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Murphy, opening it, admitted a sleek, faultlessly- 
dressed man, of about forty. Glancing in sur- 
prise at Aline, he turned to Mrs. Murphy, saying 
C5oldly: 

" I called to see about the rent to-day. I have 
waited a long time now, and there are new tenants 
ready to come in, if you haven't the money ready. 
I have been lenient with you, and I can not afford 
to wait any longer." 

The poor woman's face flushed, and she 
faltered : 

" I can not pay you to-day, Mr. Oarl, and I 
don't see any prospects of paying you for some 
time. If—" 

" Say no more," he said, quickly. " It is the 
same old story again ! I am robbed, and have 
been, by you, ever since you have been here ; 
and now you must go ! " 

There was something so insulting in his tone, 
that her face burned for a moment, then straight- 
ening herself, she said, passionately: 

"Robbed! yes, there has been robbery; but I 
am the one that has suffered. For many weary 
days I have toiled, that I might buy food for 
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my crippled boy, but the bread was not bought, 
and why? — ^because you, dressed in your linen 
and broadcloth, sitting in your parlor, with your 
cursed liquor, put out to tempt the weak, have 
taken all my hard-earned money that was 
to have bought my ,boy nourishing food, and 
here we are dependent upon the kindness of 
strangers; and that is not all. My husband, 
crazed with drink comes home, and in his 
drunken frenzy, strikes my boy. Oh, black 
and bitter curse, upon the deadly poison. It 
has wrecked more lives, and ruined more homes, 
than can be numbered," and here the poor 
woman was obliged to stop, on account of her 
emotion. 

The door suddenly opened, and a man, with 
rough, unshaven face and bloodshot eyes, entered. 
Not appearing to notice any one, he walked 
straight up to his wife, saying, in loud, harsh 
tones: 

"Are you going to let me have any money, 
madam?" 

"I have no money, James," she answered, 
in very hopeless tones. "I had to beg Willie's 
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breakfast this morning, and there is not a cent 
in the house." 

"Willie, always Willie; there is nothing the 
matter with the lazy young lout. Here, young 
man," he continued, turning towards the bed, 
"get up out of there and go to work, or I'll make 
you." 

The child, with a frightened cry, buried his 
face in the pillows, and the enraged father 
caught up a heavy stool, which lay near by, and 
made a motion to hurl it at him. The poor 
mother, with a heart-broken cry, sprang forward 
and grasped his arm, and clung to him with 
all her strength. With a savage oath he turned 
and brought the stool, with crushing force, upon 
her head. She sank without a moan, and as 
Aline's horrified cry, echoed by Willie, rang 
through the room, he turned and rushed from 
the house. When they raised her, and laid her 
carefully upon the bed by the side of Willie, 
they saw that she would never again need their 
care or protection. The weary, suffering heart, 
whose every throb was one of anguish, was at 
rest. The face, lined by care, was already wear- 



192 A SILVER RAY. 

ing a peaceful expression, and the helpless crip- 
ple was thrown upon the charity of the cold 
world. God pity all like him, who are alone 
and helpless in this cold, proud world. 

The night fell, and darkness reigned over 
the drunkard's wretched home. All day Willie 
had lain as one in a trance, and as night fell, 
he roused up a little, and asked, faintly: 

"Where is fatheY?" 

Ah, faithful little heart. Even after the 
father's hand had struck down his only earthly 
friend, he asked for, and his heart turned to his 
father in the last moment. 

Aline hastened to the bedside at the sound 
of his voice, and said, softly: 

"Are you feeling better, Willie?" 

"Yes," he answered, faintly; "but I am so 
tired. I am going away in a little while, Miss 
Aline, and then I shall never be tired again.*' 

Aline's heart sank, and she felt his words 
were but the truth. Placing her hand gently 
on his forehead, she asked: 

"Are you afraid to go, Willie?" 
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'' No,'' he answered; "mother is there, and I 
am not afraid wherever she is." 

Her tears fell fast upon the little wasted 
hand, and nnable to restrain herself any longer, 
she burst into sobs, and sinking upon her knees 
by the bedside, sobbed aloud. 

Willie's face lighted up, and he murmured: 

"Miss Aline, are you crying because I am 
going to die?" 

"Oh, Willie, I can not wish you to stay in 
this world where there is nothing but grief and 
sorrow. Dear heart, I am glad you are going 
to find sweet rest" 

"Do you think God will be angry at any- 
thing I have ever done?" he asked, wistfully. 

"No, Willie; God will take you home, and 
you will be safe in his love and mercy," then 
raising her clasped hands, she said, in a low, 
choked voice: 

"Oh God, canst thou look down upon the 

sorrowing and help them? Where is all thy 

mercy and goodness, that we have so much 

misery ? Help us to bear the burden thou hasl 

13 
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placed upon us, and through all the darkness, let 
us see one ray of light." 

It was a sad scene that would have touched 
the hardest heart. The poor little hovel, dimly 
lighted by a tallow candle, throwing flickering 
shadows over the fair young girl, kneeling by 
the bedside of the dying boy, while the motion- 
less form of the mother lay in the darkened 
closet, and the husband and father lay in his 
cold cell, crouching from his very shadow, the 
terrible conviction that he was a murderer, 
dawning upon his bewildered mind. Meanwhile 
the cause of all this woe was wrapped in peace- 
ful slumber, his conscience as free as though 
there was not only one life, but two on his 
hands. Ah, surely he could not pass unpun- 
ished for the misery and sorrow which lay at his 
door. When the final day comes, surely he can 
not pass innocent and spotless. The world may 
judge the poor inebriate more harshly than it 
would the tempter, but there is One who will 
not. Surely there is justice after all. 

All through the livelong night. Aline re- 
mained with Willie, and when the morning 
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dawned and the sunshine came peeping through 
the closed windows, they fell upon his still, 
white face. Calm and with a heavenly look he 
lay, all sorrows at rest. The crippled limbs, 
that were covered with cruel bruises, were still, 
and the longing heart was free. A more bitter 
scene of woe, than the drunkard's home on this 
sad morning, could not have been imagined. 
The mother and child both ready for the grave, 
and the father in a criminal cell. Oh, hearts of 
stone ! The day will come when your hardness 
and selfishness shall be known and perhaps felt 
by yourselves, and then, when remorse is unavail- 
ing, and life's scenes are nearly ended, they will 
come thronging back upon you, and a great 
longing will fill your heart, to live once . again 
those precious days, gone, never to return. Alas, 
that so many recollections of the past should be 
filled with bitter, painful memories. 

The funeral of mother and child was attended 
by few. "It was only a drunkard's wife and 
boy, killed in a drunken brawl, and people did 
not care to go there and catch some disease, you 
know," were some of the remarks made by 
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ladies, who had been noted for their generosity 
in caring for the heathen, and regularity in 
attending charitable meetings. • 

A few kindly souls were there, however, and 
the tears that were shed over the cheap, rough 
caskets were genuine and sincere. Aline with 
her own hands prepared them for the grave, and 
from her own scanty purse bought the shrouds 
and caskets, that they might receive a Christian 
burial. When the mother and child were laid 
side by side, and she turned away and left them 
to their long, last sleep, a feeling of relief stole 
into h6r heart, and these words rose to her lips : 

" Thank God they are safe from all harm. I 
can almost find it in my heart to wish I was 
sleeping near them. Oh, life you are so full of 
woe ! How long, oh how long must I bear it. 
My strength will fail me, but I must wait in 
patience ! " 

She walked quietly home, and sat down to 
think over her situation. The future seemed to 
hold nothing in store for her, but toil and 
misery, and ^he longed as she had never before, 
for a strong arm to protect her from life's rough 



I 
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blasts. She thought of one who had vowed to 
cherish and protect her, but alas, whose vows 
were made but to be lightly broken. As the 
thought came suddenly to her, she covered her 
face with her hands, and a low, bitter cry was 
^ wrung from her lips. Then with a weary hope- 
less expression, she took up her work and began 
sewing. It was hard toil for one unused to work, 
and her weary fingers could scarcely hold the 
needle. Wan and exhausted, she at length laid 
down her needle, and went slowly down stairs, 
to the frugal meal awaiting her. 

As she entered the room, Mrs. Stone looked 
up and said : 

" Mrs. Carl was here shortly after you went 
away. She wants you to come and sew for her." 

" Mrs. Oarl," said Aline. " The name sounds 
familiar, and yet I can not remember ever hav- 
ing met her." 

"She is the wife of one of the wealthiest 
men in the city. He owns the largest hotel in 
Memphis, and is looked upon as a very kind and 
benevolent man," answered Mrs. Stone. 

Aline smiled as she remembered the scene 
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in the cottage, and thought of the two still forms 
lying in the churchyard. She said nothing, 
however, and in the morning prepared to go and 
sew for Mrs. Oarl. 

As she was shown into the private parlor, a 
lady arose from a couch and said, coarsely : 

" So you have come ! I began to think you 
were going to disappoint me. Tou will find 
everything in readiness in that room," nodding 
her head towards a small room adjoining, where 
a profusion of dry goods were thrown upon a 
small table. 

She began her day's work, and tried her best to 
please Mrs. Carl. She was a hard task-mistress, 
and Aline could do nothing to please her. From 
early morn until night, she kept her sewing, 
giving her no time to rest her weary frame. 
She drew a breath of relief when her work was 
done, and as Mrs. Carl rustled in with her heavy 
silks, perfuming the room, she said, quietly : 

"Are you at liberty to settle my bill to- 
night, Mrs. Carl ? " 

Eaising her eyebrows, she said : 

" How much is your bill. Miss Bivers ? " 
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Aline named her price in a hesitating man- 
ner, and Mrs. Carl cried : 

" It is altogether too much ! I can not afford 
to pay you such a price." 

"But I have worked very hard, and all I 
have to depend upon is my sewing," said Aline. 

" I can not help that ! I can not and toill not 
be robbed ! Tou must take what I can give 
or nothing at all ! " and she held a small bill 
towards Aline. 

"Mrs. Oarl^ this is not right," said the poor 
girl. "Tou are doing a very unkind thing, in 
defrauding me of my rights, and you must know 
it yourself!" 

" I will not be insulted ! " cried Mrs. Carl, 
tragically. " I will call my husband, and he will 
protect me." 

Aline said nothing, but went away. She was 
tired and discouraged, yet she felt amused at 
the woman's selfishness, and from her heart was 
thankful that she had been given a different 
nature. 
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CHAPTEB XXV. 

THE DBEAD GUEST. 

'* Oh, Southern summer, false and fair. 
Why, in thy loaded wing, 
Blent with rich flowers and fruitage rare, 
The seeds of sorrow bring?" 

Aline, feeling her strength failing by toiling 
all day and far into the night with the needle, 
resolved to try and earn her Uving in a way that 
would not take so much exertion and strength. 
She at last obtained the situation, as companion, 
to a young lady, Uying in Memphis. She was 
the only child of a widowed mother, her father 
having been killed in the army. She was a 
petted idol in society, and heiress to half a 
million, yet as innocent and simple as a child. 
Bright and willful, Aline and she were friends 
from the first. Her name, Kitty May, seemed 
exactly suited to her. 
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Aline's duties were easy, and she was treated 
with the courtesy of an honored guest. She 
was perfectly contented in her new home, and 
life flowed smoothly on to her. It was now 
summer, hot and fiery as Southern summers are 
apt to be, and Aline, sitting upon the long 
veranda, shaded by clambering ivy, was startled 
by a merry voice, exclaiming : 

" Oh, Miss Rivers, come with me, do ! There 
are such lovely flowers in yonder grove, and I 
am just dying to get them ! " 

Aline, looking up, saw a merry, laughing 
face, with dancing brown eyes, framed in curly 
hair. A smile crept over her face at the childish 
voice, and she said : 

" Very well, Kitty. Wait a moment, until I 
get my hat and parasol." 

As they entered the shady grove, Aline noticed 
Kitty's bright face grow grave, and after a mo- 
ment's silence, she turned to her, saying, in a 
voice very unlike her own merry chatter : 

"I want to tell you a secret. Miss Rivers, 
and that is tvhy I asked you to come out here. 
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I thought I could tell you better out here, in 
the cool green woods." 

Aline looked in the downcast face, then said, 
softly : 

" I can guess, Kitty ! I have not been blind 
to Mr. Wilton's frequent visits here, and his 
marked attentions to you." 

Hiding her blushing face upon Aline's shoul- 
der, Kitty whispered : 

" You are right ; he has asked me to be his 
wife, and in a month I am to be married. Oh, 
Aline, I am so happy, and I love him so dearly! " 

" Dear Kitty," replied Aline, pressing her 
lips to the brown head, " I hope you may be 
very happy." 

They walked slowly home, and Aline was sur- 
prised to see merry Kitty so thoughtful. Her 
woman's heart was just awakening and learning 
its first lesson of love — sweet to some, but alas, 
too often mixed with bitterness, to others. 

That evening, as Aline passed Kitty's door, 
she saw her standing, gazing dreamily out of the 
window, a smile on her lips. 

Kneeling down, she prayed that the innocent 
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heart, so happy in her love, might be spared 
such grief and pain as she had known ; and 
lying down, she was soon fast asleep. 

She was awakened early next morning by a 
hurried entrance into her room, and sleepily 
opening her eyes, saw Mrs. May's pale, fright- 
ened face, and heard her trembling voice falter: 

" Oh, Miss Eivers, the dread yellow fever is 
upon us ! News came this morning that a whole 
family died last night. Oh, what shall I do ? " 
and the frightened woman wrung her hands in 
a frantic manner. 

Aline arose and dressed, and going down 
stairs, found the servants too frightened to do 
anything, but huddled together like a drove of 
frightened sheep. 

" Now, look here," she said, in a clear, firm 
voice ; " the fever has not yet reached us, and 
by using a little judgment and reason, we may 
perhaps escape it. Each of you go to your 
separate duties. Meanwhile, I will see what I 
can do in the house, here, to help and encourage 
Mrs. May." 

They all departed to their separate duties, at 
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her words ; and going into the parlor, she found 
Mrs. May lying on a sofa, her face buried in 
the pillows. 

Bending over her, Aline strove to give her 
a little encouragement; but she only moaned and 
answered : 

" Oh, Miss Eivers, you know nothing about 
that terrible plague ! Oh, why must we ever be 
haunted by that fearful disease ? " 

All day they never left the house, and were 
beginning to feel easier, as two days passed and 
nothing was heard from the dread fever. They 
were all sitting in the darkened parlor, when one 
of the servants, a boy of about eighteen, rushed 
in, and exclaimed : 

"Missus May, hab you heard de awful news ? 
Massa Wilton done die last night." 

" Dead ! " and both Mrs. May and Aline 
sprang to their feet, exclaiming : 

'* For Heaven's sake ! are you telling me the 
truth ? " 

" Yes, Missus," he replied ; " his man, Joe, 
done tole me this morning, that he ' died last 
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night, • and they are going to bury him this 
afternoon." 

"Oh, my dear child, my poor little Kitty," 
moaned Mrs. May, turning to Kitty, who had not 
yet spoken a word, but sat with pale, deathlike 
face, and staring eyes. Suddenly she broke into 
a low laugh, and said : 

" He has only gone on his bridal trip without 
me, mamma. I must go and tell him I will be 
ready to join him in a little while," and she 
started to leave the room. 

Both Mrs. May and Aline rose up to prevent 
her, but she turned and said, quietly : 

" I must see him ! He is not to you what 
he was to me ;" and suddenly the sense of 
her great loss came over her, and she cried : 
"Arthur, dear Arthur, how can I let you go 
from me ? But I will join you soon, dear love, 
and then nothing can separate us." 

Then, calmer than ever, she arose and put on 
her hat and shawl, and went her way. Neither 
her mother nor Aline prevented her, for some- 
thing in the white, set face told them it would 
be in vain. 



'^ 
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Reaching the house which she had so soon 
expected to enter as a happy bride, Kitty went 
up the stately steps, into the long, silent hall, 
which echoed to her footsteps as she walked. It 
was deserted all over the house, and as she 
paused before the library door, something seemed 
to tell her that he lay in there. Softly opening 
the door, she entered. Yes, there he lay, a peace- 
ful smile upon his face, his hands crossed meekly 
over his breast. With a low moan, she sank upon 
her knees beside him, and buried her face in her 
hands. Raising her eyes again, she looked upon 
the features, grown so dear to her, and letting 
her hand wander caressingly through the dark 
hair, she began talking in a low voice : 

"You have only gone a little in advance of 
me, dear. I have only to wait patiently, and 
then we shall meet, never to part again. I must 
bid you farewell, dear Arthur, for others need 
me, and you do not. Good-bye for a little 
while," and bending over him, she pressed a kiss 
upon the cold brow, and. left him, a woman 
whose brightest hopes were crushed, and whose 
dream of bliss was rudely broken. 
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Could this be the same bright girl of a week 
ago ? This pale, sad woman, whose brown eyes 
were burning black with their bitter, silent pain. 
Aline asked herself the question as she looked 
upon the wan, suffering face, and faltering step, 
and going over to where she lay silently on a 
couch, knelt down and putting her arms around 
her, whispered words of comfort and love. 

" I understand you, dear friend, and I thank 
you for your kindness in trying to comfort me. 
I am stronger than you think I am, and there are 
plenty of wretched homes, with dear ones ill and 
dying, and no one to minister to their wants. 
How can I forget my sorrow any better than to 
help them all in my power. It is better to go 
out fearlessly than to remain here, and perhaps 
die just as quickly as though doing good." 

"You are right, Kitty," answered Aline; "we 
have been spared so long, that we may be allowed 
to assist those who, God only knows, have need of 
help." 

So these two ypung girls went bravely to the 
assistance of many wretched souls. As though 
bearing a charmed life they moved, and many 
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were the blessings showered upon them. All 
through the weary day and livelong night they 
toiled, and God watching them, kept them safe 
from all dangers, while all around them were thef 
dead and dying. What scenes of desolation there 
were in the fair, Southern city. Every day new 
graves were made in churchyards, and whole 
families were buried at midnight. Ah, what 
burials. No services, no flowers, no motley 
throng of weeping friends following the loved 
ones to their last resting place. Only a hurried 
move to the grave, and then away to some other 
desolate home. Many turned away in loathing 
from the spotted, darkened object, saying, " This 
can not be my loved one," and the poor form was 
hurriedly buried from all eyes in its loathsome 
deformity. 
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OHAPTEB XXVL 

WAS IT FATE? 

"How sad to recall old memories, 
To con thetn o'er and o'er." — E. A, 

Dwelling-houses were thrown open^ and used 
as hospitals, and Aline and Kitty were looked 
upon as indispensable nurses by the doctors. Dr. 
Holmes remained in Memphis, and it was in this 
time of need that his true, generous nature was 
found. Seeing Aline coming down the aisle, he 
called to her: 

"Miss Rivers, there is a woman very ill here; 
but I think that with proper care, she may re- 
cover." 

Aline walked down between the rows of beds, 
and pausing at one which the doctor pointed out, 
she bent over to see the occupant, which lay with 
face to the walL As she peered into the distorted 

14 
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face, she started back with a cry of astonishment, 
for, changed as it was, she recognized the face of 
her stepmother. For a moment she turned away 
with a feeling of disgust for the woman who had 
so wronged her, the next a feeling of womanly 
pity came into her heart, and she resolved to try 
and forget the past for her father's sake. With 
tender hands she administered to the wants of 
the sick woman, and by tireless, unceasing care, 
and weary nights spent in watching, her life was 
saved. Yes, to the girl she had so wronged she 
owed her life, and on opening her eyes again to 
reason, she saw bending over her, Aline's familiar 
face. But she had yet to learn the doctor's ver- 
dict, that while she lived she would be a helpless 
cripple, dependent on the kindness of the girl 
whom she despised, for Ella had married and left 
her, and all the property of Colonel Rivers which 
was willed to her, had been swept away. So she 
remained with Aline, not from any love, but she 
could not but feel a little gratitude, for had it not 
been for her, she would be thrown on the cold 
charity of the world, in all her helplessness. 



WAS IT FATE ? 211 

As Aline toiled wearily far into the night, 
Dr. Holmes approached her and said : 

" You are killing yourself, Miss Elvers ! 
Why will you not snatch a moment's rest ? " 

"I do not mind it," Aline answered, wearily. 
" I can only pray night and day for relief from 
this terrible scourge, which is wrecking so many 
happy homes. For myself, I do not fear." 

He looked into the pale, tired face, and a 
great desire came into his heart to clasp her 
in his strong arms and shield her from all care. 
But checking the words which rose to his lips, 
he only said : 

"If you are not too tired, then, we will walk 
up to the new hospital, and see what we can do 
there. We have another assistant, a Mr. Leigh. 
I am sure you will like him. He is one of the 
noblest men I have ever met, and one of the 
kindest." 

Aline caught her breath with a gasp, and 
a sharp pain shot through her heart at the men- 
tion of the familiar name ; but controlling herself 
as best she could, she spoke calmly, though her 
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heart wa3 throbbing wildly and her voice sounded 
strange and unnatural, as she asked : 

" Do you know what his first name is ? " 

" Gerald, I think ; yes, I am sure that is it," 
he answered. 

She made no answer, though her face grew 
very pale; and what was her surprise, when they 
paused in front of what had once been her home, 
but now served as a refuge for the sick ! As Dr. 
Holmes left her to go in search of Mr. Leigh, 
she leaned up against a pillar in the veranda, 
and said, in a low, constrained voice : 

"Oh, fate, into what strangely familiar paths 
are you leading my weary feet ! Give me 
strength to meet him, and not reveal my great 
love for him ; for in spite of all, I love him 
fervently and hopelessly still." 

As Dr. Holmes returned with the tall, com- 
manding form by his side, her heart gave a 
bound so great it seemed as though it would 
burst ; and then, growing wonderfully calm, she 
advanced to meet them. 

As Gerald Leigh's eyes fell upon Aline, 
he started back and stared at her as though 
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the dead had suddenly risen and confronted 
him. 

" Mr. Leigh, allow me to present to you Miss 
Rivers, who has done so much for our people 
in this time of need," said Dr. Holmes, break- 
ing the stillness. 

"I am very happy to meet Miss Eivers. 
Allow me to thank her for her interest, as a 
stranger, in pur afflicted people," he said, bend- 
ing low over the thin, trembling hand, and 
emphasizing the word stranger. 

How she passed the evening there, she could 
not tell. She was conscious of doing everything 
in a dazed manner, her husband's eyes following 
her wherever she went. She looked so pale and 
wretched, that Dr. Holmes was alarmed ; and 
wrapping her shawl more closely about her as 
they started to return, he said : 

" Tou are going to be ill, I am afraid. Miss 
Rivers." 

"No, not illness of the body, but sick and 
weary at heart," she answered. " Oh, my friend, 
to-night has brought up scenes that I thought 
long ago forgotten. Tou brought me face to 
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face, to-night, with one who once held my very 
life in his hands, and who has yet bonds that 
nothing but death can break Oh, why can not 
I die ? I am so wretched and miserable, that 
death would be a relief to me ! " 

"Aline — Miss Eivers," he replied, shocked 
at her grief. "I am sorry for you, and if I 
could do anything to help you, I would. If 
my life could repay your grief, believe me, I 
would give it." 

"Oh, Dr. Holmes, you can not know how 
much I thank you for your kindness ; but you 
can not possibly help me. My sorrow is beyond 
your help." 

" Miss Eivers, pardon me, if I seem inquisi- 
tive ; but what is Mr. Leigh to you, that the 
sight of him affects you so strangely ? " he 
asked. 

"He is my husband,'^^ she answered, in a low, 
quiet voice. 

" Tour husband ! " he exclaimed. " Now I 
understand your object in hiding yourself from 
the world. My poor friend, your burden has 
indeed been a heavy one." 
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"Ah, -foil know not what my life has been," 
she answered. "It has had so much misery, 
that I have given up in despair, and drift idly 
along with the tide." 

He made no reply ; and reaching the hospi- 
tal, they separated and went to their separate 
duties. Some faint hope had remained in his 
heart, that some time his great love for her must 
be returned. But now, as the wife of another, 
the future looked dark indeed to him. He made 
no sign, however, but went about his work, pale 
but composed ; outwardly calm, but with such a 
nameless pain at his heart. 
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OHAPTEE XXVn. 

BEQBET. 

"The dead are engulfed beneath us, 
Sunk in the grassy waves; 
Tet we have more dead in our hearts to-day 
Than the earth and all her graves." 

The terrible fever grew worse day by day. 
Everything was done that willing hands and 
hearts could do, but all was in vain. There 
were ten deaths to one recovery, and the people 
were beginning to lose hope. Some started to 
leave the doomed city, but the destroyer had 
done its work too well, and ere they were clear of 
the poisonous air, death had overtaken them. 
Among the first victims was Mrs. May and Del- 
bert Da,yton, a wealthy young man, who left a 
young wife, and a beautiful child of four yecurs. 
Almost frantic with grief, the poor bereaved wife 
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refused to be comforted, and her friends began 
to fear for her reason. Aline's heart bled for 
her, when she saw her, rocking to and fro in her 
grief, her child clasped in her arms, moaning : 

" Oh, my God, how can you be so cruel as to 
rob me of all that made life dear. Oh Delbert, 
my husband, torn from me without one parting 
kiss, wit^ut even the sad comfort of weeping 
over your bier. The thought will drive me 
mad ! " Then gazing down upon the little face 
lying in her arms, she cried : 

"I have you left, my darling, my little Dot. 
If God should rob me of you I should hate him. 
Oh, my baby, with her father's bonny, brown 
eyes, I defy even death to come for you ! " and 
the half-crazed woman clasped the child still 
closer in her arms. 

"Are you not afraid to doubt God so?" asked 
Aline, gently coming to her side. 

" Afraid ? Why should I be afraid, when he 
shows me no mercy. He has robbed me of all 
that made life bright and I could curse him," 
she said bitterly. 

"Hush, do not speak so," said Aline sadly, 
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" yon are half -crazed with grief, poor, suflFering 



one." 



Jnst then her attention was called to the 
child, who began showing the fatal symptons, 
and she tenderly took her from the mother's 
arms. Her tears fell fast upon the little curly 
head, as she witnessed the agonies she was 
powerless to prevent. The poor motljer sat like 
a block of marble, never moving, and she did not 
realize when the last breath left the tiny frame. 
Quietly Aline carried her to another room, and 
with her own hands dressed the baby for her 
grave. Carefully she brushed the silky hair 
from the white brow and robed her in snowy 
white garments, placing a half opened bud in 
the little waxen hands. Then she gently laid 
her on the mother's knee a moment to take the 
last look at her baby. What is sadder than a 
child ready for the grave? It will bring tears 
to the eyes of a stranger, the sight of a dead 
baby. The thought that the little one must 
leave the clasp of the warm, sheltering arms that 
have protected her all through her brief, little 
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life, for the cold embrace of the grave, will 4^ 
any heart. 

The poor mother uttered a- low moan, and 
pressing kiss after kiss upon the pale face, cried 
jErantically : 

" My little Dot, my darling, how can I let you 
go. Oh God, help me, it is like tearing my very 
heart out. My darling, my treasure! " 

Dr. Holmes and Gerald Leigh who were wait- 
ing to carry little Dot to her grave, turned away 
with dim eyes from the sad picture. Strong 
men though they were, it was all they could do 
to restrain their sobs. The misery of the be- 
reaved mother touched them, as they never were 
before. 

Aline knelt down by her side, whispering 
words of consolation and hope. Her tender, 
womanly sympathy touched Gerald Leigh's 
heart, and' a great wave of regret surged over 
him, as he thought of the past. Now in this 
time of woe, he saw the grand, noble nature of 
the woman he had wronged. 

As Aline attempted to remove the clinging 
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ai;ms from tRe little form, she started up crying 
in a low, heart-broken voice : 

"I can not let her go. Oh my baby, my 
baby." 

With tears raining down her cheeks. Aline 
led the broken-hearted mother away, and she did 
not know when they carried little Dot away. 

Aline comforted the poor mourner as best she 
could, and left her. As she flitted among the 
suffering ones at the hospital, Gerald Leigh's 
eyes followed her wherever she went, and he 
noticed that she avoided him at all times. What 
a mockery it was. These two, who were bound 
by the strongest ties of earth, meeting as strang- 
ers. If their hearts were revealed to the world's 
gaze, what a tale of passion they could telL 

" Miss Bivers," said Dr. Holmes, coming to 
her, "will you accompany Mr. Leigh to Mrs. 
Dayton's? I am worried about her, and I would 
not ask you, only there is no one else, whom I 
can get at present." 

Aline's face flushed, then she said, calmly: 

"I will go, Dr. Holmes," and wrapping a 
shawl about her, she started towards the home of 
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Mrs. Dayton, which was a little distance from the 
hospital. Neither spoke as they walked side by 
side to the lonely, darkened house. No light 
shone through the windows, and a chill struck 
both of their hearts, as they entered. Hearing a 
long, low, mournful cry, they started in the direc- 
tion of the cemetery, from whence it seemed to 
come. It was not quite dark, and as the plain- 
tive sound again came to their ears, they saw a 
dark object lying in front of them. On closer 
observation it proved • to be the form of a large 
mastiff, which had been a pet of little Dot's. The 
poor dog had refused to be comforted since her 
death, and had crawled to where she was buried, 
and lay on the grave, uttering his mournful cries. 
A little * ways on, lay the lifeless form of the 
mother, who, feeling the weakness of death steal- 
ing over her, had tried to reach the little grave, * 
that she might die near it, but death had over- 
taken her, and she lay upon the dewy grass, her 
Borrows and trouble ended forever. 

They hastily retraced their steps, and wended 
their way back to the hospital. Kitty met Aline 
as she entered, saying: 
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"Aline, you must rest I will relieve you 
until midnight, then, if you choose, you can help 
me." 

Aline was about to remonstrate, but Kitty said, 
decidedly: 

" Now, I want you to obey me this once. 
After that you can do as you like." 

She said no more, but went wearily to a room, 
and sank upon the bed. She was weary, both in 
mind and body. Around her the dead and dying 
lay, and she was spared. She could not under- 
stand it. Death, even by the terrible fever, she 
sometimes thought would have been a relief. 

She did not sleep, but lay listening to the 
moans of the dying, which came to her ears. At 
last, unable to bear it longer, she arose and went 
down to the long room, which echoed to groans 
and cries. A terrible picture met her eyes as she 
entered. On a bed were the forms of two sisters, 

• 

both dead, clasped in each other's arms. From 
another side of the room, came the prayers of a 
man to leave the body of his wife with him, and 
bury them both together. Aline turned away. 
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sick at heart, and met Dr. Holmes, just entering 
the door. 

" What a scene of woe and desolation," he 
said, sadly. " I do not think I ever witnessed a 
sadder one." 

" It is frightful," said Aline, shuddering. " I 
have witnessed scenes in the last few days, that 
would make an angel weep. Heaven help us, if 
we do not have relief ere long, for there will not 
be enough left to tell the story of suffering." 

" Memphis was never visited by such an awful 
pestilence before. There has been a few cases of 
fever nearly every summer, but this is the worst 
I have ever known," he answered. 

Just then a young man, near by, raised him- 
self in bed, and cried hoarsely: 

" Water, water ! Quick ! I am burning up ! 
Bring me water, for God's sake ! " 

Aline quickly brought him water, and raising 
the glass to his lips, he drained it at a single 
draught ; then with one long moan, fell back 
dead. Unable to witness such agonies longer. 
Aline left the room. She suddenly thought of 
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Kitty, and went into another room, where those 
who were not so iU were. She caught a glimpse 
of her, and the pale face struck a terror to her 
heart, and without a word she hastened to meet 
her. 
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CHAPTEB XXVIIL 

THE MIDNIGHT BUBIAL. 

"Sprinkle sweet blossoms O'er her 

Low and quiet grave. 
She was aye a gentle flower ; 
Do not let a willow bower 

O'er her ashes wave.'* — J, W. H. 

Aline, walking rapidly down the aisle, saw 
Kitty, pale and faint, leaning up against the 
door, as though to ' support herself. Hurrying 
to her side, she tenderly put her arm about her, 
and said : 

"Kitty, you are ilL Tou nrnst take some 
rest " ; and then, looking keenly at the pale face, 
she said to herself : "Is she, too, going ? Oh, 
God ! Are we all to perish by this awful, awful 
disease ? " 

" I am not ill," said Kitty's sweet voice, " I 

only want to see my old home once mora Let 

us go there to-night, dear AUue," 
15 
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With a heavy weight on her heart, Aline 
prepared to go. When they reached the house, 
a terrible storm was rising. The wind blew 
wildly, and dark clouds shrouded the sky, rent 
by flashes of lightning. 

"Leave me alone, now, Aline," said Kitty, 
in a faint voice. "I want to be alone a little 
while." 

Aline obeyed her, and left the room. Kitty 
walked feebly across the room to a wardrobe 
near by, and taking out a shining satin robe, 
her bridal dress, which she had received with 
such pride, donned it as fast as her failing 
strength would permit, and with one lingering 
look into the mirror, staggered to the bed and 
sank down with closed eyes. Her breath ceased; 
an ashen hue overspread her face, and Kitty had 
joined her lover in that fair, bright land, where 
there is no sickness, no pain, no bitter sorrowing, 
but all is peace and happiness. Fair as a snow- 
drop she lay, not as the bride of one she had 
loved, but as the bride of death. 

Aline waited patiently ; but as the clock 
struck eleven and no summons came to her, she 
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crept softly to the door and listened. Hearing 
no sound, she entered. As her eyes fell upon 
the still form, a shriek burst from her lips, and 
she fell senseless to the floor. 

How long she lay there, she never knew. 
She was aroused by the sound of voices in the 
room, and rising with an' effort, she saw they 
were placing Kitty in a casket. 

With throbbing temples and trembling hands, 
she wrapped a shawl about her, and prepared 
to follow Kitty to her last resting-place. 

"Miss Rivers, you are mad to think of ven- 
turing out this dark night," said Dr. Holmes, 
who was present. 

" I must go," she answered. " I shall go 
mad if I stay here all alone." 

He said no more; and Q<it into the dark, tem- 
pestuous night they carried Kitty. 

It was a sad picture — the fair, young girl, 
in her bridal robes ; a group of young men, 
reverently following the fair young sleeper; and 
her wretched companion, with white drawn face 
and faltering step. 

The minister, a young man, who had been a 
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companion of Kitty's in their childish days, his 
heart aching that the useful life was ended, his 
voice trembling with emotion and intensity of his 
feelings, sent up a passionate prayer to One who 
could look down with pitying eyes upon his 
wretched people. 

" Oh, Heavenly Father, thou canst look down 
upon us to-night, in all our sorrow and misery, 
and pity us ! One of the fairest and most useful 
of our flock has been taken from us. Thou, and 
Thou alone, canst lead her weary feet safe into 
a blessed haven of rest ! Safe, on Thy breast, 
the tired head may repose ; safe, in Thy gentle 
arms, shielded from all harm, she needs not our 
sympathies I Re-united with those whom she 
loves, her fair young head bearing its crown^ 
she needs no protection, for she has found her 
happiness at last. We are left to battle with 
our terrible enemy. Give us strength and cour- 
age to face all obstacles, and bravely bear the 
burden Thou hast placed upon us. Oh, Father, 
we are weak, and our cross seems heavy to bear ! 
Give us patience, and let us cease this repining. 
Thou art merciful, and Thou canst look down 
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Tipon our doomed city and desolate hearts and 
tomes ! Pity and help us, oh, my Father, in 
this awful hour of need ! " 

There, above the crash of the thunder, his 
"voice rose clear and strong. The flashes of 
lightning revealed the group standing with bowed 
leads above the open grave. 

Did that passionate, heartfelt prayer find its 
way up through the heavens, now shrouded in 
gloom, to One who holds all lives in his hands? 
It seemed to be answered. The storm grew less 
fierce, and a great calm pervaded the hearts of 
all present. Sadly they turned away from the 
new-made grave, and left Kitty to her dreamless 
slumber, which ended all her sorrows. 

"Miss Bivers," said Dr. Holmes, coming to 
her side, " you look faint. I think you had bet- 
ter hasten home as quickly as possible and rest." 
Then looking at her deathly face, he added: 

" You do not seem strong enough to go alone. 
If you will allow me, I will accompany you," and 
offering his arm, which she accepted, they walked 
rapidly back to Aline's home. Ah, what a mock- 
ery it seemed, the word home, when all it held 
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near and dear, were gone. Where the happy 
group, who were gathered there, were sleeping 
out under the stars, and the lonely footsteps of 
the mourning friend, echoed with a startling 
sound. 

Aline moved about her duties in a dazed way. 
She could not realize that Kitty was dead. 
Bright, merry Kitty, whose gay, loving heart had 
been broken by her great loss, and who now lay 
in her cold, narrow bed, at rest. As her eyes 
fell upon a little locket, containing a miniature 
of Kitty, which she had given her, a bitter cry 
came from her lips, and gazing upon the pictured 
face, she murmured, sadly: 

" Dear, generous Kitty. How can I live with- 
out your bright face ? Why must the fairest and 
sweetest flowers be rudely snatched first? Dear, 
little friend." 

Day by day she toiled, and one night, so ut- 
terly wearied, that she could not rest, arose from 
her hard couch, and took an opiate, hoping to 
obtain a little rest, for she sadly needed it. Her 
heavy eyelids soon closed, and she was in a peace- 
ful sleep. The lamplight fell upon her wan face, 
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making it look ghastly in its marble pallor. One 
transparent hand was thrown across her breast, 
the blue veins showing plainly through the 
pearly skin. How frail and feeble she looked, 
yet those small hands had saved many a precious 
life, and the low, sweet voice had soothed throb- 
bing, aching hearts, while her own was breaking. 
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OHAPTEB XXIX. 



FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH. 



Aline was awakened from a deep sleep by a 
rap on the door, and arising, she wearily opened 
it Dr. Holmes stood there, looking very pale 
and worn. 

" Excuse me, for arousing you, Miss Rivers, 
but I must go and see if I can get some supplies. 
I can find nothing here, and must go elsewhere. 
We need them now, and I can find no one to take 
my place, unless it is you," he said, in a weary 
tone. 

Aline's heart sank at his words, and it seemed 
as though she could not drag her weary limbs 
across the room. She had hoped for one night's 
rest at least, and it was already broken. A glance 
at his pale face, made her ashamed of her selfish- 
ness, and she said, kindly: 



FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH. 233 

" I will take your place, Dr. Holmes. Are 
there many new cases? " 

*' I have heard of ten new victims since morn- 
ing. I think it grows worse, instead of better/' 
he replied. 

"It is terrible," she said, with a shudder. 
" When are we ever to have relief from this awful 
disease? I have almost given up all hope." 

Going into his office, and sitting down, she 
began putting up the prescriptions he had left 
ready for her. She could not but notice, how he 
had left all where it would be no trouble for her. 
Her eyes filled with tears, as she thought of this 
noble man, whose heart she had so unintention- 
ally wounded, and who suffered in silence, prov- 
ing himself such a loyal friend to her. 

Meanwhile, Dr. Holmes mounted his horse, 
and rode rapidly through the. silent, deserted 
city, and out into the country, where he procured 
a basket of provisions, and started to return home. 
Riding slowly along, to give his tired horse time 
to breathe, he dropped the reins, and sat with 
bowed head, thinking of all the dangers he had 
passed through. His strong constitution he felt 
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failing, and his thoughts wandered to Aline, who 
had so bravely assisted the helpless and suffering. 

" Poor girl," he murmured aloud, " she has 
seen sorrow and darkness all her life. I can not 
believe Leigh base enough to have deserted her. 
There must have been some misunderstanding. 
If I could only help her. But the more I try I 
always say something to wound her feelings. 
Life seems dark enough to me, without her, but 
I must still live on, I suppose. I am tired of 
this dull existence. No home, no friends, I feel 
like a stranger, in some unknown land. Ah, 
well, I must bear it, I suppose." 

Suddenly starting up, he struck the horse a 
sharp blow, which surprised the gentle animal, 
and rode at break-neck pace through the city. 
Drawing rein in front of the hospital, he dis- 
mounted, and went into the office where Aline sat 

"You have returned," she said, gravely; "did 
you get anything ? " 

" Yes, I managed to get something," he re- 
plied; "and I will relieve you now." 

Eising, she went from the room, and he sank 
into a chair. His head ached, and his hands 
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trembled. He knew he was going to be ill, and 
he hurriedly began fixing the row of bottles and 
vials which lay in front of him. A terrible dread 
grew upon him, and he sank back, murmuring: 

" My God, have I to meet this terrible death, 
after all I have passed through ? I am not afraid 
to die, yet I dread death. I feel it stealing over 
me!" and a shudder convulsed his form, as his 
head dropped over, and lay upon the table. 

For a moment he lay motionless, and then 
suddenly straightening up, he said in a low voice, 
while his face was drawn with agony : 

"I must not forget my people, even when 
death is overtaking me," and his busy fingers 
began again preparing the articles which had 
saved so many lives. 

His office being connected with the general 
hospital, by telegraph, and he himself being an 
operator, he listened intently for the sound of 
the instrument, when the following message came 
clicking over the wires: 

"Come and help us immediately; there are 
eleven new cases." 

With a groan he touched the instrument, and 
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the words went speeding to anxious hearts await- 
ing his reply. He felt himself growing weaker, 
and blindly reaching out his hand, he sent the 
following message: 

" Send help, for God's sake, for I die at my 
post!" Then his hand relaxed, his head fell for- 
ward upon the table, and the grand, noble soul 
was free from its fetters. More of a hero than 
many a soldier upon the battle-field, he had 
gone to meet his Maker, and he who had smoothed 
many a thorny path for so many sad hearts, was 
dead. Dead, with the sunlight falling through 
the open window upon his bowed head, and the 
soft breeze fanning his icy brow. All day the 
still form sat there, and as the twilight shadows 
were beginning to fall softly over the earth, a 
light footstep sounded in the silent room, and 
Aline entered. Advancing to his side, she called 
gently: 

"Dr. Holmes, can you assist me now?" 
Keceiving no response, she lightly touched 
his arm. A thrill of fear shot into her heart, 
and reaching out her hand, she placed it upon his 
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brow. The icy coldness frightened her, and she 
cried: 

" He, too ! Oh, why must we suffer so much! 
Oh! Dr. Holmes, speak to me, and tell me you 
are not dead! " 

Turning, she rushed from the room, and just 
as she was passing the door, a group of men, 
who, not receiving any answer to their last tele- 
gram, had come up to see what the trouble was. 
Beverently they laid him in his rough coffin, 
and carried him to his lonely grave. 

It was a still, warm evening, and the darkness 
made the stillness more oppressive. The solemn 
burial service was read — the clergyman's voice 
trembling with emotion — and just as the cofBbi 
was lowered to its last resting-place, in the dusky 
twilight, the clouds suddenly parted, and the full 
summer moon shone with a soft, peaceful light, 
into the open grave. It was a beautiful, touch- 
ing scene, and seemed a fitting emblem to Iiitti 
who had left all earthly cares and sorrows. 

Aline's heart was too full for words as she 
heard the first clod strike, with a dull thud, upon 
the coffin lid; and when the grave was smoothly 
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rounded off, they left him to his dreamless slum- 
ber — the moonlight flooding his narrow bed 
with a silvery radiance, giving a strange, weird 
beauty to the scene. 

Ah, what a picture the city of Memphis would 
have made that night, if it could have been trans- 
ferred to canvas ! Hundreds of new-made graves 
there werfe, where, only a short time before, there 
was blank ; hundreds of aching hearts, mourning 
some loved ones gone; whole families broken up; 
homes deserted, and above all, the earnest prayers 
for frost ! Ah, if it would only come, in all its 
sparkling purity, and bring relief to so many 
discouraged hearts ! Passionate and almost frantic 
were the prayers sent up to Heaven, in that 
awful time. Scenes, so heartrending and sad 
as to be almost beyond a maniac's most fearful 
dream of woe, were presented ! 

Aline went wearily to her room, and tried to 
rest a little. It seemed so lonely that she could not 
sleep, and going to the window, she looked out 
A bright light, which grew larger, attracted her 
attention, and she saw that it was her former 
home. She stood, watching it, until it fell to 
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the ground, and then turned away, saying, sadly: 

** I have lost all — parents, husband and home ; 
nothing left but memory, and sometimes that is 
so bitter ! " 

She knelt down and prayed, long and earn- 
estly. A great calm stole into her heart, and 
lying down upon her couch for the first time in 
many weary days, sleep visited her eyes. Deep 
and dreamless was her repose. Amid all the 
sickness and death, she had passed unharmed. 
It seemed as though her feet were carefully 
guarded from all danger. 

She awoke in the morning, just as the day- 
light was peeping in through the windows, and her 
first act was to look out. As the fresh, crisp 
air came in, a low, fervent " Thank God, we are 
saved ! " burst from her lips, and she sank upon 
her knees and uttered a prayer of thanksgiving. 

The long-wished-for frost had come at last, 
and it lay, like a bed of diamonds, filling the 
whole earth with brilliancy. It filled many 
hearts with gladness ; but alas, there were hearts 
too sad for even that to make happy, for it 
sparkled upon the new-made graves of all that 
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made life dear to them. Ah, if it had only come 
earlier ! but there is One who doeth all things 
well, and to Him all things are made known. 

There were prayers of thanksgiving and grati- 
tude offered in the city that morning, as the 
welcome frost met their sight, and every face 
wore a happier expression; yet there was, beneath 
all, a sadness for those gone, never to return. 
Many began life anew, with all the tender ties 
broken. They took up the thread of life, with 
only the memory of the dear, familiar faces to 
c^eer them. Crushed and bruised as their hearts 
were, they must go out in the busy world and 
mingle with society, though every smile was 
forced. 
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CHAPTEE XXX. 

FLOBEKOE. 

** Lady dear ! this history 

Is thy fated lot ; 
Ever such thy watching 

For what cometh not ; 
Still thou seekest on, though weary : 

Seeking still in vain ; 
Daylight deepens into twilight ; 

What has been thy gain ? 
Death and night are closing round 
All that thou hast sought, unfound" 

— Xan(2cm. 

The terrible fever was checked in its destroy- 
ing conrse ; yet they were not entirely free from 
it. There was yet a great deal to be done, and 
care taken. Among those recovering was a wo- 
man, of perhaps twenty-one or twenty-two. It 
was a strangely beautiful &ce, that lay among 
the pillows — the dark hair floating like a veil 
around her — brilliant and fascinating, yet with 

a passionate, willful expression. As Aline walked 
i6 



242 A SILYEB BAT. 

softly to the bedside, and bent over her, the dark 
eyes suddenly opened, and reaching out her 
hand, she said, faintly : 

" Do not leave me ; I want to talk with you." 

Aline sat down on the edge of the bed, saying: 

" I am glad you are able to talk After all 
this sickness and death, there ard a few spared." 

"I owe my life to you," she said, pressing 
her lips to Aline's hand, as she spoke. ''I can 
never repay you." 

" Tou do not owe your life to me, but to one 
who is gone jiow," sadly answered Aline, her 
eyes growing dim as she thought of Dr. Holmes. 

" Dead ! Is he, then, dead ? " cried the girl, 
starting up. " I can not live without him ! Oh, 
Gerald, I want to die, if you are not here ! " 

"It is Dr. Holmes I am speaking of," said 
Aline ; yet all the while she was thinking ; "Is 
he vile enough to win this girl's love, while all 
the time he is bound to me ? or is he uncon- 
scious of her passion for him ? " 

" Thank God ! " came fervently from the lips 
of this strange girl. " If Aa had died, I should 
die too ; " then turning to Aline, she said : " I 
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suppose you think I must be mad, to care for one 
who is almost a stranger to me ; but my nature 
is different from yours. I am a Spaniard by 
birth, and it is their nature to love passionately. 
I saw Mr. Leigh, for the first time, here ; and 
from that moment I loved him. Tou know him, 
you say ?" 

"Yes, I know him," answered Aline, with a 
white face. "Long ago, I met him ; but I must 
leave you now. I will come again, soon." 

As she gained her room, she sank into a chair, 
murmuring : 

" Why must I be tortured ? If I could only 
go somewhere, and never hear the mention of 
his name, it would not be so hard ; bnt to have 
old memories awakened thus, it makes life unen- 
durable for me." 

The strange girl, who had opened her heart 
to Aline, was Florence Sherman, who had come 
to Memphis to visit a friend, but was stricken 
with fever, and had just now recovered. Hers 
was a strange, impulsive nature, and her love for 
Gerald Leigh was fierce and passionate. Her 
mother was a Spaniard, and the same hot, fiery 
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blood ran in her veins, making her a very demon 
when aroused. She recovered quickly from her 
illness, and having no home, nor friends, she 
obtained board with Aline, making preparations 
to return with her to Florence. 

Aline found her a very pleasant companion, 
except when her jealousy concerning Gerald 
Leigh was aroused ; so she was very careful to 
never mention his name in her presence. They 
had made all preparations to leave the city, which 
was so full of painful memories, and in a few 
days were to start, when, one bright afternoon, 
Florence came in, saying : 

"There is an old woman out here, who tells 
fortunes. Do come with me, and get our for- 
tunes told. I am anxious to learn what my 
fate is to be ! " 

" Nonsense," returned Aline. " She is an im- 
postor, for what does she know of your future," 
but to please her, she went out to where the bent, 
gaunt form of an old gypsy was awaiting them. 
She was a frightful looking old creature, and as 
the two girls came towards her, she hobbled to 
meet them, saying : 
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" So you'll have your fortunes told, my bonnie 
ladies. I see a bright future for you, miss," 
nodding her head towards Aline, and taking the 
slender hand which Florence held out to her, she 
continued in a low, strange voice: 

" For you, my pretty one, I see- nothing but 
dark, lowering clouds and sorrow. Tour path is 
rough, and your moments of happiness are fleet- 
ing. You love one, who can never be anything 
to you, for he loves another. Aye, is bound to 
another, by ties that nothing but death can break 
The one who stands between you and your love 
is a true friend to you. It pains her to think 
your love is not returned, and, oh, my pretty 
lady, yours is a sad fate." 

As she finished in a low, wailing voice. Aline 
thrust a silver piece into her hand, and hastily 
drew Florence away, for the white ghastly face 
frightened her. 

"Florence," she said, tenderly, putting her 
arm around her. "Do not mind anything she 
says, for she only guesses. Such people are not 
to be trusted." 

" Oh, Aline, her words are only too true. I 
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can feel that every word will come just as she 
says ! " cried the excited girL 

" Child, you must not be so nervous and ex- 
citable," said Aline. " You will yet meet some 
worthy man, who will make you happy, and you 
will forget all about the old gypsy's words." 

"Never," she answered; "I will never love 
any one as I love Gerald Leigh, and woe unto the 
woman who comes between us. I would kill her, 
if she were my own sister! " and the excited girl 
caught Aline's arm in her grasp, and did not 
loosen her hold until she left her, and entered 
her room. 

Aline sat by the window long after she had 
left her, thinking over what was best to do. She 
did not think it best to tell her that it was she 
who stood between her and Gerald Leigh, for she 
knew the mad, impulsive nature too well. She 
thought that by going away, she might in time 
learn to forget him, and resolved to hurry away, 
as soon as she could. 

"How strange," she murmured, "that two 
thrown together as we are, should have our lives 
wrecked by the same person. O^, Gerald Leigh, 
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I will never, never forgive you for the wreck you 
have made of my life ! " 

Her heart grew hard and bitter, and for a long 
time she sat brooding over the past, then remem- 
bering that she must arise early the next morn- 
ing, she sought her couch, where she fell into a 
troubled sleep, to dream of Florence and her 
passionate words. 

Gerald Leigh sat long after midnight, think- 
ing of Aline's pale, weary face. He resolved to 
go to her on the morrow, and confess his fault, 
and begin life anew. If she could forget the 
past, life would indeed seem fair and bright to 
Mm. If not, he did not care to think of that, for 
he looked into the misty depths of the future, 
and saw it all. A lonely, loveless life, and a 
grave over which no wife's tears would fall. Thus 
these two, who were in the same city, yet as far 
apart as though oceans rolled between them, 
passed the long night. One hard and bitter, the 
other, remorseful and repentant, hoping that in 
some way he could atone for the past Yet some 
kindly hand was bringing them nearer each other, 
though they knew it not. 
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CHAPTER XYYT 

BEUKITED. 

Fair sunshine bright now fills the place, 
Where darkest night has been.*'— C. E,B, 



Peace and quiet reigned over the city of Mem- 
phis. The afternoon snn was slowly sinking, and 
after all the terrible excitement, a quiet calm per- 
vaded the whole scene. The past few weeks 
seemed like a frightful dream to all. 

Aline, standing near a window gazing out, was 
resting a moment from her labors of packing. 
She had just finished for her departure on the 
morrow, and these few moments were her own. 
A sudden thought came to her, and putting on 
her hat, she walked slowly towards the pleasant 
cemetery, where Kitty was sleeping. A small 
shrub grew at the head of the grave, and the 
sweet notes of a bird, resting lightly upon it, was 
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floating on the mild air, now low and plaintive, 
then bursting forth in joyous gladness. At a 
short distance, was the grave of Arthur Wilton. 
A little bouquet of withered flowers, that Kitty's 
hand had placed upon it, still lay there. The 
sun fell in slanting rays upon both graves, and a 
holy calm pervaded the surroundings of the dead. 
A feeling of peace stole into her heart, and she 
looked upon the two graves with misty eyes. 
Then she turned, and walked slowly from them, 
her only regret, that she would be so far away. 
But the dead rest well. Nothing disturbs their 
quiet repose. Suns rise and moons set The 
day's sunshine and midnight stars shine down 
upon them, and dreamlessly they slumber on. 

She reluctantly left them, and walked slowly 
home. Memory was hard at work, and as famil- 
iar scenes rose up before her, she could scarcely 
keep back the blinding tears. Thus, sitting by 
the window, gazing through the falling shadows 
towards the churchyard, she passed her last 
evening in Memphis. Florence had been away 
all the afternoon, and so she was alone with her 
thoughts. 
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And Gerald Leigh ? He was preparing for 
his departure, also. When he was through, a 
restless feeling came over him, and he walked 
quietly to the grove, which was a little distance 
from his boarding-place. Some one was there 
before him, and as he came closer, the form 
turned, and he saw it was Florence Sherman. 
Her face was very pale, and she looked so 
wretched that he could not but pity her. 

"Why, Miss Sherman, I did not expect to 
find you here," he said, making an effort to 
speak lightly. 

" I felt lonely, so I concluded a walk would 
do me good," she answered. 

^er voice sounded so strange and unnatural 
that he glanced at her in surprise. Her great, dark 
eyes were fixed upon him with such a longing, 
eager look in them, that he felt uncomfortable, 
and trying to start a conversation, asked: 

"When do you intend to leave Memphis, 
Miss Sherman ? " 

"I can not tell," she answered, in a low 
voice. "When are you going away ?" 

"I expect to go to-morrow, if nothing pre- 
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vents," he replied ; " and I thought you were 
going with Miss Rivers." 

"I did intend to go with her," she said, 
taking a step towards him, " but, oh, Gerald, are 
you blind, that you can not see how I love 
you ? " and sinking upon her knees at his feet, 
said, in a low, excited voice : 

"See, I am kneeling at your feet, praying 
for your love, as a starving wretch might beg 
for a crumb, to save his life. I have thrown 
aside all pride and womanly modesty, to sue 
for one look or word of love from you Only 
grant it, and I will be your devoted slave. I 
will love you as man never before was loved. 
Oh, Gerald, say you care a little for me, or I 
shall go mad." 

Shocked and grieved, he removed the cling- 
ing hands, saying, gravely : 

" Arise, Miss Sherman. I am sorry to see 
you kneeling at my feet. Believe me, I did 
not dream of such a thing as your caring for 
me. My poor child, I could not care for you, 
even if I were free, only as a friend." 

" Then you are bound to another," she cried, 
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passionately. " Oh, I could kill her for steal- 
ing your love away from me ! " 

"Miss Sherman, you do not know what you 
are saying," he said, kindly. " You will, in 
time, forget this unfortunate attachment, and 
learn to think of me only as a friend ; and now 
it is growing late, allow me to escort you to 
your destination." 

Taking his arm, she said no more, but walked 
quietly by his side, until he turned to her, say- 
ing : 

" You will say good • bye to me, will you 
not ? " 

"Yes," she answered, holding out her hand. 
"Good-bye." 

" Good-bye ; and God bless you," he said, 
in a low voice, and walked quickly away. 

She stood a moment, then, with a low bitter 
laugh, entered the house. The sound of low, 
regular breathing reached her ear, and she could 
see the form of Aline, dimly outlined in the 
dusky room, lying upon a couch. As she bent 
over the unconscious sleeper a moment, the 
word Gerald left her lips. A quick, jealous 
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pang shot through the tortured heart, and she 
hissed through her set teeth : 

" So it is you, who has won him from me. 
I can find it in my heart to kill you," and she 
thrust her hand into her bosom, and drew forth 
a glittering stilletto. 

" One touch with this, my lady, and you will 
be where you can never tempt him again. How 
dare you come between my love and I. Did I 
not say I would kill any one who won him from 
me?" and she raised the glittering steel over 
Aline' s breast. 

Suddenly into the darkened mind came a ray 
of light, and flinging the weapon upon the floor, 
she caught Aline's hand in both of hers, and 
covering it with kisses, cried : 

" What, murder you, my friend and only bene- 
factor ! God forgive me for thinking of such a 
deed. Not for a hundred lovers would I harm 
one hair of your golden head." 

Aline awoke, and seeing her bending over her 
smiled, and reached out her hand, but Florence 
shrank back, saying : 

" Do not touch me until you learn how vile I 
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am. I was tempted to kill you, as you lay there 
in your innocent slumber, but some good angel 
seemed to stay my arm. Oh, Aline, my dear 
friend, how can you bear even to look at me." 

A pitying look came into Aline's face, and 
putting her arm around the quivering form, she 
said, gently : 

" Poor, tired one. I pity you and sympathize 
with you. There is not one feeling of anger in 
my heart towards you. I can not say as I wish 
you had carried out your purpose, for it would 
have lost your own soul ; but death would be a 
welcome visitor to me. Oh, child, when you have 
known the sorrow and heartbreaks that I have, 
you will not care to live." 

When she finished speaking the sound of 
weeping filled the room, and Florence sobbed : 

" Oh, Aline, I did not know how wicked and 
base I was until to-night. God helping me, I 

will lead a better life." 

ft 

Worn and exhausted, she at length sank into 
a restless sleep, and Alin^ arose and looked out 
into the bright moonlight. A sudden longing to 
visit the ruins of her home, came over her, and 
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after making sure that Florence was sound asleep, 
she threw a white shawl around her, and walked 
slowly out through the moonlit yard. 

The calm, still night soothed her, and the chirp 
of crickets broke the silence with a cheery voice. 
Her heart felt lighter than it had yet, for many a 
day, and a smile came over her face, showing her 
thoughts were pleasant ones. She was far away 
from the present, living over again the joys of 
the past, when she was a happy bride. 

As she eutered the yard, and went up the path 
to what remained of her home, she saw something 
sparkle, and bending down, picked it up. A low 
cry broke from her, and pressing the bright 
object to her lips, she cried : 

" It brings me hope, even the finding of this. 
It seems to speak of reunion and joy, even now. 
After all, life may hold some hidden sweetness 
for me." 

It was a small miniature of her husband, one 
that he had given her shortly after they were 
married. It was richly set in a gold case, and 
had passed unscathed through the fire to lie at 
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the faithful wife's feet, when she came to visit the 
ruins of her home. 

Still clasping it closely, she advanced nearer, 
and stood gazing upon the ruins. The moon- 
beams shone over them, lighting the picture with 
a weird, ghostly look, and the hoarse cry of an 
owl in a tree near by, added to the loneliness of 
the scene. 

For a long time she stood thus, her eyes look- 
ing dreamily into vacancy, her thoughts wander- 
ing over days that had long passed away. She 
did not see a tall form come near her, nor hear a 
footstep upon the soft grass, and was unaware of 
the presence of any one, until the word " Aline," 
fell upon her ear, in accents she knew so well. 
Startled, she turned, and stood face to face with 
her husband. Neither spoke, but stood looking 
at each other in silence; then he took one step 
towards her, and held out his hand, with the old, 
familiar gesture. She looked at the face, grown 
pale and thin with worry and trouble, and her 
great love for him surged into her heart. Beach- 
ing out her hand, the words, " Gerald, my hus- 
band," left her lips, and husband and wife stood 
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reunited, both wiser and better for the sorrows of 
the past. • 

The dark, bitter past was forgotten in the joy 
of the present. The future lay before them, 
bright and smiling ; and there, by the ruins of 
their home, with the moonbeams shining down 
upon them, and the night wind softly whispering 
among the trees, they began life anew. They 
had both known sorrow and unhappiness ; both 
were more patient and forbearing for the trials 
they had undergone. The dark clouds had all 
passed away, and a beautiful silver ray was shin- 
ing down upon them, making life beautiful. 
They might expect to find a thorn, occasionally, 
in life's pathway, but trust and confidence con- 
quered all such obstacles. With light hearts, 
they walked home, the whole earth seeming 
fairer and brighter to them. The low, murmur- 
ing winds seemed to whisper " Ee-united." 

With a happy heart, Aline entered the room 
where Florence was awaiting her. Looking up, 
she said, reproachfully : 

"Why did you leave me, when I Was asleep? " 

Coming over to where she sat, Aline knelt 
17 
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down, and putting her arms around her, whis- 
pered : 

" Oh, Florence, I am so happy to-night, that 
I can scarcely believe it is true. Listen, dear ! 
To-night I went to see my old home, for the last 
time, and while there, I met my husband. All I can 
say is that we are re-united, never to part again ; 
and you, dear friend, shall always have a home 
with me, for you are alone, and I have so much 
joy and happiness now, that I could not have any 
peace, if you were not with me." 

" Aline, dear friend, I appreciate your gener- 
ous offer, and will try and be worthy of it. You 
are the truest, best friend I have ever had, and 
you will get your reward for your kindness to me." 

After a few words, they retired — one to dream 
of her bliss and newly - found happiness ; the 
other to lie, all through the livelong night, with 
wide open eyes, making no sign of grief, but 
trying to realize how she could live on, and not 
wound the kind heart of her friend. The loving, 
passionate heart was learning the bitter lesson of 
self-control. She must go out in the world, and 
mingle with the light-hearted and gay, while her 
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heart was aching from the wound, which might, 
in time, heal, but would always leave a scar. 
Her face must serve as a mask to her feelings, 
and she must smile when her heart was breaking. 
As these thoughts surged through her mind, she 
buried her face in the pillows, moaning : 

""God help me ! I can not live and see her 
receive his loving words and caresses. I must 
go away. I can not meet him after all that has 
passed. How could I be so mad as to unveil my 
heart to him ? I can not let her know that her 
very happiness is my death-blow." 

All night, the poor tortured mind dwelt upon 
this ; and towards morning, she sank into a quiet 
sleep. Alas, that the happiness of one heart 
should be purchased at the misery of another ! 

The next morning, they left the ill-fated city, 
and ere long, were in Aline's early home. Her 
feelings, when she saw the familiar scenes, can 
not be described. Joy and sorrow filled her heart, 
and every shrub and flowering plant were sacred 
in her eyes. In the far West, was the most sacred 
spot to her — her mother's grave. Near her was 
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the grave of her gentle sister, Alice, and her 
father. Tho\igh death had robbed her of them 
all, she looked, with, hopeful eyes, to the day 
when they should be re-united, not on earth, but 
in Heaven. 
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CHAPTEB XXXIL 



CONCLUSION. 

'' The moonlight sleeps upon the hills, 
And sparkles in the murmuring rills, 
And deep within the wooded vale 
Is heard the tuneful nightingale, 
Whose plaintive notes are borne along, 
And mingle with the echo songj 



}» 



The soft, mellow moonlight fell upon a beauti- 
ful picture, one that would have lingered in the 
heart of an artist forever. Its silvery rays shone 
down upon the broad, glistening bosom of the 
Tennessee river, and over the surrounding hills 
and valleys, seeming to linger upon Aline's home, 
with a loving tenderness in its beautiful rays. 
The sweet, plaintive notes of a nightingale was 
borne along through the still, calm evening air, 
mingling with the splash of the fountain, as 
its water was thrown through the air, to fall 
musically into its basin again. A blessed calm 
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rested upon aU, seeming to murmur peace and 
love. 

Two forms wandered slowly along the river 
bank, forgetful of all, save their own happiness. 
Dearer to each other, than when they stood at 
the altar together, the future seems to hold noth- 
ing but sweetness for them. Forgetful of all the 
world and its busy, bustling ways, they live in a 
world of their own, in which love is king. It is 
love that brightens their pathway, and makes 
earth a paradise to them, and the sweet-throated 
nightingale seems to catch the thought, and 
warble, " Love is lord of all." 

They pause in their walk and stand on the 
banks of the rippling river. One little push, and 
it would end their earthly bliss. Neither saw 
the dark, distorted face, hidden by the green 
shrubbery, nor knew of the fearful struggle going 
on in the tortured heart, which, maddened by 
jealousy, was ready to commit any deed. In her 
calm moments she would have shuddered at the 
very thought, but the torn, bleeding heart was 
filled with such bitter hatred at that moment, 
that she would have murdered both of her friends, 
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if some good angel had not stayed her hand. 
The thought of the terrible deed she was about 
to commit, flashed through her mind, and she 
ruslied from the spot, lest she should be tempted 
again. 

AH unconscious, they turned and walked slowly 
to their fair home. Their home. How sweet 
the word sounded to their ears, after all their 
roamings. In both hearts a holy resolve was 
being made that it should be as pure and happy 
as faithful love could make it, fitting them not 
only for the duties of this life, but that of Heaven. 

As they walked up the stately marble steps, a 
slender, graceful form glided out to meet them. 
When Aline's eyes rested upon her, the cry, 
"lone, oh, lone !" burst in joyous accents from 
her lips, and springing forward she clasped her 
in her arms. But another surprise awaited her. 
As she entered the parlor with lone, a familiar 
voice called to her, and in the moonlight she saw 
the face of her aunt Mary. 

Need that joyful meeting be pictured? After 
all the dark clouds, a brilliant sun was s!hining 
upon them, fairly dazzling their eyes with its 
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splendor. Tet there was regret for those who 
had once helped to form the happy circle, now 
gone. But we can not expect perfect happiness 
here. Life is beautiful, though it has trials. It 
is beautiful to live this life, preparing for the 
nexi There is but a thin, mystic veil between 
the two, and one is spent preparing for the other, 
and there it is, that we know perfect happiness. 

" Only think," said Aline, breaking the quiet 
which pervaded the room, " after all the trouble 
I have known, I am happier now than I ever was." 

"You deserve happiness, child, if ever any 
one did," said her aunt's sweet voice. " But why 
did you never come to me in all your trouble? " 

" I can hardly tell myself," she answered. " I 
only cared to hide myself from the world. Until 
that terrible stain was removed from my name. 
But I can see now where my own willfulness has 
brought me a great deal of sorrow." 

" So it is with us all, dear," her aunt said, 
gently. " A great deal of our sorrow is brought 
on us by ourselves, and we do not see it until it 
is over ; sometimes, too late." 

At that moment, the door opened, and Flor- 
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ence entered, looking pale and haggard. They all 
started to their feet, at her ghastly face ; but she 
motioned them to remain seated while she began, 
in a low, strained voice, as though in pain : 

"Here, in the presence of others, I wish to 
reveal my sin and wickedness. Aline, my only 
friend, can you ever look upon me again, when I 
tell you, it was in my heart to murder you and 
your husband, both, as you stood by the river 
bank, to-night ? I think there must be insanity 
in my blood, for a perfect demon comes into my 
heart when I see you receiving his caresses. I 
lose all self-control, and, for that very reason, I 
must go away, where I can never see you again. 
God knows, I love you both ; but I fear my 
hands will be stained with murder, if I remain 
here. It has been my desire to enter a convent, 
and now I have an opportunity." 

When she finished, there was not a dry eye 
in the room. With tears raining over her cheeks, 
Aline went to her, and putting her arms around 
her, said, gently : 

"Dear friend, I can not bear to let you go. 
You are always sure of a home with me and my 
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love. There is not one hard or nnkind thouglit 
in my heart towards you. Oh, if you could only 
forget this unfortunate attachment, how happy 
we could be." 

Florence shook her head, saying, sadly : 

" It is of no use, dear. I have tried to forget, 
but I can not I will go in the morning, and 
perhaps all will be right in the end." 

"Oh, Florence, not so soon," cried Aline. 
"Surely, you can remain with us a little longer." 

" No, Aline. I think it will be better for me to 
go as soon as possible," she answered, sadly. 

They knew it was needless to say anything 
more, and separated for the night. Late that 
night. Aline awoke with a start. A terrible 
weight rested"* upon her heart, and instantly her 
thoughts turned to Florence. Rising, she went 
softly to her room. The light still burned, cast- 
ing a shadow over a form kneeling by the bedside. 
Her face was covered, so Aline could not see it, 
and something bright glittered in her hand. 
Aline's hand trembled, as she reached forth and 
firmly grasped it. A moment later, and the 
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deadly weapon was hurled through the open 
window, while she cried : 

" Oh, Florence ! Are you mad, child, to think 
of taking your own life ? " 

With a startled look, Florence turned and 
said, sadly : 

"I did not realize what I was doing. Oh, 
Aline, you have saved me from the terrible act 
of self-destruction ! " and she shuddered as she 
thought of it. 

Aline did not leave her until she was sound 
asleep, and then she retired, thinking of the 
strange, passionate nature. 

Early, the next morning, they were astir, and 
Florence was about to leave them forever. When 
the time came to say good-bye, she clung around 
Aline' s neck, crying as though her heart were 
breaking. Gerald was alone in the library, and 
Aline went to the door, and gently pushed her 
inside, closing it after her. 

He turned, with a grave smile, holding out 
both his hands to her. A low, stifled sob burst 
from her lips, as he said, gently : 

Tou are now leaving us forever. We may not 
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meet again in this world, but we shall in the 
next My poor friend, I pity you ; and if I only 
could help you, God knows, I would. I would 
make your life a bed of' roses, if 1 could ; but I 
can not. You will, in time, forget this unfortu- 
nate passion for me ; and I can only hope and 
pray that you will. God bless you, wherever 
you are." 

" Oh, Gerald, say that you forgive me for my 
wicked, murderous thoughts ! " she cried. 

"I forgive you, fully and freely," he said, 
slowly ; and then, seeing her looking at him 
with such a wistful, longing look, he bent down 
and kissed her ; then dropped her hands, and 
turned away. 

Sinking on her knees, she cried : 

" God bless you for that, Gerald Leigh ! I 
will treasure the memory of that kiss to my 
dying day ! " 

Then with one lingering look at him, she left 
the room. He never saw her again. The pas- 
sionate heart found peace and rest in the quiet 
walls of a convent, and time stilled the pain, yet 
she never quite forgot. In Gerald Leigh's heart 
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there was always a tender pity for her, and when- 
ever he meets a sombre-robed sister of mercy he 
always wonders if the Spanish girl's beautiful 
face is hidden beneath the dark veil. But he 
will never know, for the girl whose love for him 
was her doom, is as far away from him as though 
the grave separated them. All over the city in 
which the gray old convent stands, in homes of 
misery and poverty is her gentle face known. 
She finds recompense for her past sorrows in 
doing good for the wretched and needy. All 
love and honor the gentle sister, and she is quietly 
happy at last. 

When Aline entered the library, she found her 
husband still standing where Florence had left 
him. Coming close to his side, she said, pity- 
ingly : 

" Poor Florence. It made my heart ache to 
see her sorrow, when I am so happy. To think 
of her bright, young life thus hidden from the 
world." 

Smiling down upon her, he answered : 

"Tou speak as though your life had been all 
happiness. Her sorrow, dear, is nothing com- 
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pared to what you have suffered. Oh, Aline, to 
think that I have been the cause of the greater 
part of it all. Can you ever quite forget my 
harshness and unkindness?'' 

"Yes," she said, gently; " and not only forget 
but forgive. After all, Gerald, I was as much in 
fault as you were. But all that is past now, and 
let us live for the present and future." 

He made no reply, only to clasp her hand in 
both of his, and they entered the parlor together. 
As her eyes fell upon the crippled, helpless form 
of her stepmother, reclining upon a sofa, a tender 
pity came into her heart, and she resolved that 
everything would be done for her comfort that it 
was possible to do. She forgot all her own 
wrongs, in her pity, and kindness, not revenge, 
filled her heart. Her home was opened to receive 
the imbecile, old father of her stepmother,, and 
her boy. Old Dinah was found, and with tears 
of joy in her eyes, said : 

" She knew dat blessed lamb would come back 
some day, and it jest made her young agin to 
hear her laugh, bress her sweet face." 

Thus life was begun for Aline again in her old 
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home. After all her tempestuous life, she found 
peace and happiness in her home life, which was 
better appreciated after the past. 

'Tis evening now. Darkness has fallen quietly 
o'er the busy, bustling world, but is broken by a 
million stars twinkling in the firmament, like so 
many precious jewels. 'Tis that calm, peaceful 
hour, when all worldly thoughts leave us, and a 
holy love for all that is beautiful and grand, fill 
our hearts. When life seems but a vague, un- 
real dream, and all its cares are forgotten. Then 
it is, when that mood is upon us, that the fine- 
ness and deepness of our natures is discovered, 
and we look into that mystic land, which some of 
us in our moments of bustle and stir quite forget, 
and see the happiness which is awaiting us. So 
it was with our heroine. Her eyes at last opened 
to the beauties and joys of this life, as well as 
the next. 

All the evening she had sat playing some fav- 
orite melody of her husband's, and at last, the 
moonlight tempting her, she had gone out upon 
the porch, where she could drink in the beauties 
of nature to her heart's content. Gerald 300U 
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followed her, and for a long time they stood in 
silence, their hearts too full for words. The low 
murmur of the rippling river came to their ears, 
and the gentle rustling of the ivy which clambered 
about the porch, as it was stirred by the soft 
evening breeze, broke the stillness of the summer 
night. The pale moonlight lingered upon Aline's 
fair face, making it look doubly fair, and the dis- 
tant sound of a bell came echoing over the water, 
now faint and low, then ringing out loud and 
clear. The beautiful picture touched Aline's 
heart, and she turned to Gerald, saying, softly : 

"Do you know that the moon coming from 
under a cloud just now, reminds me of our life. 
The past has been one dark, heavy cloud, and the 
present, like that bright moonbeam shining down 
upon yon river, is 

"A SILVEE RAT." 

THE END. 
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